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Subdivisions 


Author's Notes: 
This began life ages ago as a Freaks and Geeks gen fic but | could never get it out of the skeleton stage. Cut 
to 2023, and it's now unrecognizable, and about Metallica, and absolutely filthy. 


Couple things to mention: everyone is the same age as each other and graduated together (basically the same 
age as the ‘Freaks' would be in the show). Their town is intentionally non-descript, but | guess | was kind of 


picturing it in one of the US coastal states. l'm sure I'll be adding to this as | think of things randomly when | 


am in the shower later, as one does. 


Growing up it all seems so one-sided 
Opinions all provided 


The future pre-decided 


Detached and subdivided 

h the mass production zone 
Nowhere is the dreamer 

Or the misfit so alone 
Subdivisions 

h the high school halls 

h the shopping malls 
Conform or be cast out 


Rush - Subdivisions 


Kirk is out in the garden when his phone pierces the quiet. Before it's even on the second ring, he effectively 
tunes it out. Decides to just let it go to the machine. Goes back to digging up weeds. 


It ends, then starts over again, and Kirk wonders why the caller can't just leave a message, dammit. Still, he 
does not get up. Its when it goes through its ring cycle for the third round that Kirk throws down his gloves, 
one at a time, and stamps back into the house to yank the receiver off the wall. He isn't as polite as he could 


be when he says, "Hello?" 


"Gee, answer your phone much?" It's Cliff. The note of humor in his voice tells Kirk that whatever he's calling 


about cannot be serious enough to have warranted three separate calls and no message. 

"What?" Kirk asks, exasperated, before softening his tone. "I told you this weekend I'm starting the garden" 
"Didn't know that was code for, ‘please leave me alone'." 

"Clifford. What do you think an answering machine is for?" 

| wouldn't have had to bother you if you had just RSVP'd to the reunion like everybody else," Cliff says. 


"Instead I've got Lars calling me about you to see if you're coming. He needed a headcount by last week and he 


never heard from you and, plus, you never return my messages." 


"The what? Oh." Kirk trails off. He stretches the phone cord with him over to the kitchen counter to rifle 
through his pile of mail and bills and paperwork that perpetually waits to be picked through. He received the 
invitation at some point. Remembers glancing briefly at it and telling himself he'd deal with it later. He locates it 
within the cache and with Cliff still quiet on the other end of the line he tears open the thick envelope, pulling 
out a piece of cardstock, embossed, calligraphed, the whole shebang. 

"Didn't skimp on the fancy stationery, | see." 


Cliff sounds amused, "It's Lars. What else would you expect? He even rented out the ballroom at the resort” 


Kirk quickly scans the information on the card. It almost looks like a wedding invitation with a protective sheet 


of crepe paper and tiny RSVP card enclosed. What, is he going to have to wear a damn bow tie to this thing? 
He asks Cliff that very question. 


"There is no way in hell they are getting me to put on a tie," he says. "Lars will be lucky if | show up in 
anything but jeans." 


"Sooo you're going, then?" He holds his breath. 

"Of course, man. What's the sense in missing it?" A commotion erupts on the other end of the line. Cliff 
muffles the receiver with his hand but Kirk can hear him anyway. "Slow your rolll Ryan, get off and let Colin 
have a turn. You have to share the Big Wheel. And, c'mon, get this thing out of the house, I'm on the phone." 


The pause allows Kirk to evaluate whether or not he'll be accompanying Cliff to the reunion and just as he's 
about to tell him to have fun on his own, Cliff is back. "You're coming with me," he says. "I already told Lars." 


"I see," says Kirk, and his stomach does a little flip. "So what am |, your date?" 
"Nah. You wish. The wife's coming. You get to bring whoever you want. You know, in case.." 


"No, | think the nail's in that coffin" Kirk doesn't elaborate. Cliff already knows all the gory details of his most 
recent breakup and there's no need to dredge those feelings up today. On garden day. 


"OK, OK. Well, you're welcome to ride along with us so you don't have to show up alone. Social buffer, and all 


that: 


Way to rub it in, Kirk thinks. "Sure. Fine. I'll go - on the condition that you don't get all butt-hurt if | don't 
sound exactly enthused by the idea" 


"Deal," Cliff says. 


Over the next few months, Kirk spends an inordinate amount of time not thinking about his 20-year class 
reunion. Its not what's on his mind when he goes to the dentist to have them check his veneers not once, but 


twice. He tells himself it's just routine maintenance. That's all. 
Its not what he's thinking about when he adds weight to his barbell. Definitely not. 


Kirk considers himself to be a well-adjusted person. His lifestyle isn't flashy. When he's off work, he's out in his 
garden. He's spending time with his mom and sister. He's driving to the old comic book shop in town and picking 
up the latest releases. A bit of a loner by nature, he's found that these little things make him happy. And it's 
just as well because his income isn't anything much to brag about. And, yeah, maybe his routines veer a bit 


further into mundanity than he'd like to admit, but the quiet life suits him. 


All in all, he's pretty comfortable in the life he's made, so it comes as a surprise when the specter of the 
reunion gets him re-evaluating things. His mind wanders as he tries to fall asleep, only becoming worse as the 
date approaches. Countless memories threaten to come up. He quashes every negative one that breeches the 
surface, but that begins to breed a quagmire of insecurities. Would the younger version of himself be 
disappointed by who he's become? Is there something wrong with him in that he enjoys being single? Will he 


regret it in the years to come? If this is a midlife crisis, he's worried about what that means for his 


longevity. 


Time is slipping past him. No, not slipping. Sometimes it feels like hurtling. One morning he looks at the calendar 
and it's May first and when he looks again it's Memorial Day and he's mentally planning out the rest of his 
summer. And that's just the way it is now. He can barely remember the callow desperation of counting down 


the minutes until summer break. 


He meets up with Cliff and Rob, as they've done every month for the past few years, at a bar downtown, It's 
one of the new, trendy ones this time - Kirk's choice, because suddenly he's itching to break up the monotony 
of their usual dive bar routine - and the place is brimming with twenty-somethings. Just watching them 
mingle and chat in high heels gives Kirk phantom knee pains. 


He and his companions perch on stools in the corner. He misses the ancient day drinkers who haunt their usual 


joints. Those ragged old guys make him feel young. 


When Kirk was a child, one could barely call this town a suburb. Bored of it, he left for school. Stayed away. 
Then the ‘40s happened, and the influx of tech money changed things. By the time he moved back home, this 
new world had already begun to take shape. First, all the dilapidated, pre-war homes were bought and razed 
and built anew, second stories rising up, young families filling once-blighted areas. Then the rest of the little 
Town grew up around them - cul de sacs forming where fields and forests once held sway, the downtown 
sprouting new shops. Next, a bus stop. Then two, then ten, and apartment buildings growing like fat pumpkins 
among the zucchini squash little homes that were built just after the war. 


Cliff had stuck around after graduation, watched dirt roads turn to black top turn to major thoroughfares. 
He'd gone to college locally, met a girl, settled down fast. His alma mater hired him as an adjunct music theory 
professor at age twenty-three, the youngest ever on staff. He was the type to accept things as they were - 
didn't kick Kirk to the curb when he came out to him over the phone, reeling from his first breakup. He 
supported him when he had a scare with the burgeoning illness that was circulating in the gay community. 


Family may have been the main reason Kirk came back, but Cliff was the main reason he stayed. 
Tonight, though, he's annoyed with Cliff, the way one gets with a sibling. Cliff can only talk about the reunion 
Cliff can't wait to see everybody. Can't wait to find out what their classmates have done with their lives. It's 


so unlike him that Kirk jokingly asks him what he's on, to which he replies, unironically, "Life, man 


Rob listens, the picture of polite patience, while Cliff reminisces about things Kirk has either no interest in 


recollecting or has forgotten about entirely. He nods along, just the same. 

"Sounds like it will be a blast," Rob says, facetious. 

"Wanna be my plus one?" Kirk jokes, and Rob shakes his head. 

"Thanks, but no, thanks. Can't think of anything I'd rather do less than go to someone else's high school reunion. 
Plus, the kids will all be at my place while you guys go out and get wrecked and | want to make sure no one 


burns my house down" 


Figures," Kirk replies with an exaggerated eye roll. "Wish | had some kids to use as an excuse to get out of 


the stuff | didn't want to do, either." 


Rob smiles at him. He asks, "There's really no one you're even interested in seeing?" to which Kirk shrugs, his 


eyes on his pint glass that he's slowly rotating on the polished wood of the bar. 


"What about Jason?" Cliff asks Kirk, then turns his attention to Rob. "Oh yeah, Jason, you remember him, he's 


coming. Great guy." 

Rob nods. They've met a few times when Jason's come into town 

Cliff continues, "The guy organizing all this was a good friend, too. Lars." He adjusts his posture on the stool 
but keeps his focus on Kirk and Rob. Cliff could care less that it's getting crowded and stretches his arms, 
taking up all the space he wants. "He should be back in town in a couple days to start getting everything ready. 
Or, at least, his people will be here taking care of that stuff" 


"His ‘people'?" Rob inquires. 


"Yeah, he owns a big gallery in New York. | don't think he's a household name or anything like that, but his 
gallery was featured on an episode of ‘Sex in the City’. Apparently." 


Kirk doesn't correct Cliff to explain that it's ‘and the City’. Doesn't tell them that he watched the episode. Saw 
Lars bopping around the scene as an extra, his diminutive figure cutting closely behind Carrie Bradshaw as she 


ogled a painting. The novelty will be lost on them. 
"Hence, all the pomp surrounding a high school reunion for a class of two hundred people," Kirk explains to Rob. 


"Exactly," Cliff agrees. "I'll be glad if | see James and Dave, too." He looks at Kirk expectantly, as though Kirk 
was close with the two of them, which was clearly something Cliff had forgotten was not the case. 


He'd only been their friend by proxy. Kirk always got the feeling that they'd merely tolerated Jason and 
himself, and while they ran in the same circle because of their mutual relationship with Cliff, there was an 


invisible electric fence of popularity that kept Kirk an arm's length away at all times. 


Best friends since grade school, Dave and James ruled the playground by intimidation Dave was notorious for 
his inclination to tell mean-spirited jokes during class, eliciting cruel laughter from James. The other kids would 
reluctantly join in, desperate to avoid being the next target of their derision. Agreeable by nature, Kirk 


managed to be spared from their ire. 


By the end of junior high, James and Dave had grown enviably tall, and become jocks as predictably as if their 
trajectories had been decided at birth. Kirk made every effort to avoid their notice until the summer Cliff 
struck up a friendship with them. 


There'd been a sign-up sheet on the bulletin board outside the band room one day in the spring of I974 Kirk 
saw ‘Lars Ulrich’ in big letters along the bottom and didn't give it a second glance - assumed it was some 


tennis club or student council thing. Not his scene. 


As it turned out, Lars was starting a garage band and had seven guitarists try out, but not a single bassist. 
He must've gotten wind of Cliff's abilities from somewhere, because the next thing Kirk knew he'd nabbed Cliff, 
thereby elevating him (to whom such things mattered little) out of Dungeons and Dragons geekdom and into 


the realm of coolness. 


At first, Jason acted put out. He made some "not our kind" comments. When Kirk rolled his eyes at that, Jason 
countered with the unfortunate truth that without Cliff's station wagon, he and Kirk would be stuck riding 
bikes everywhere. It was easy to see the hurt underneath his words - how it bothered him that their long- 


established trio was shaking up. 


Despite Jason's initial misgivings, that summer they frequently wound up tagging along with Cliff to band 
practice. Without much else to do to pass the time sans car, they hung out in Lars’ garage in lawn chairs, 


adopting the bad habits of smoking, drinking, and betting loose cigarettes and pocket change in card games. 


Lars, though tiny, had a big personality. He could be friends with anybody. It was probably why he was easily 


elected class president, even though he was a brand new foreign kid freshman year. Lots of his friends would 


drop by to hang out during their practices (which often meant watching Dave, Lars, and James argue), and 


slowly a loose, blended group of jocks, geeks, and art freaks formed, bonding over the music. 


Even now, twenty-plus years later, Kirk remembers the feeling of sitting on a ratty garage couch, buzzing 
from the pot with which he'd been plied, watching their fingers fly over the instruments, intimidated. 


Jealous. 
Fucking horny. 


The first time Dave ever talked to him outside of school was during one of these practices. Dave reached out, 


handed him his empty whiskey-and-Coke glass, and asked, "Could | get a refill please?" And Kirk obliged. 
Jason said something to him about it afterward. 
"You shouldn't let those jock guys treat you like that. It makes all of us look like losers.” 


"We are losers," Kirk had told him. What he kept to himself was the fact that when Dave peeked out at him 
from under his orange fringe to say, "Thanks," and their hands touched, who was or wasn't a loser was the 


last thing on his mind. 


It's what brought him to their band practices over and over again. He waited on pins and needles for some kind 


of interaction with Dave, which he rarely got, but it was worth it just to watch and commit it all to memory. 


Though they were too popular for people to say it to their faces, of course, a slew of rumors emerged about 
James and Dave - an uncorroborated story about boy scout camp bunks here, a whispered aside about literal 
dick measuring competitions there - but for every rumor he heard, there was a fact that seemed to 
contradict it. Like how he caught sight of what definitely looked to be Dave getting a BJ from a girl under the 
stairwell at a house party, or the chicks who would pass him folded notes in class. James even had a 


girlfriend. 


Still, it kept Kirk curious. There was always that idea.. that remote possibility that maybe those weren't just 
rumors. It kept him wondering. Kirk thought maybe that had something to do with why his interest was piqued 
and never dropped. Not like with all the other straight guys he'd had crushes on in the time since. And though 
he's been actively ignoring the Dave alarm thats been going off in his head for the past month (Will he be 
there? No, | don't care. What if he's there? What does he look like now? Fuck, stop it, Kirk), his anxiety has 


cropped up again at Cliff's mere mention of Dave's name. He stumbles over his words. 
"Right. Are- are they coming?" 


"Don't know. | lost touch with both of them at least a couple years ago, if not more. Same thing with Ron, 


Marty, David, all the other guys. James used to give me a ring when he'd come back into town occasionally, 


but Dave." Cliff runs a hand over his hair like itll help him to hit on the right amount of time. "It's probably 


been ten years since I've seen him." 


"Funny how that happens," says Rob. He grew up a few towns over and didn't know any of them back in high 
school, but he had a pretty similar experience. "So many of my buddies who | thought I'd be friends with 
forever, | haven't seen in a decade." He looks like he might get a bit misty over it. 


"That's what l'm saying. Never thought I'd be the type to actually want to go to a class reunion but, here we 


are. 
Here we are, indeed. It's not like the curiosity is going to kill Kirk if he doesn't go, but Cliff just might. 


And its too late to bail, anyway. 


Saturday rolls around. Kirk looks through his closet and kicks himself for having not purchased any new clothes 
for the occasion. Everything looks wrong - either too casual or too try-hard. He's right back at eighteen years 
old, hemming and hawing over something as insignificant as a fashion choice as though his outward 
presentation is reflective of his true self. For all the confidence he's built in the intervening years, he sure 


can't conjure it up now. 


It's made all the worse that someone like Lars is throwing the reunion Kirk just knows he's going to be the 


highlight of the evening for everybody since he's, | don't know, kind of famous now? 


Maybe Lars has become an egomaniac. Or maybe Lars'll be the type of guy that wears sunglasses indoors all 
the time like Bono. Ugh. Still, even if he has become insufferable, the last thing Kirk wants to look like next to 


him is a townie schlub. 


Between the moments in which he tells himself the opinions of his former classmates don't matter, are the 
honest-to-god jitters. He looks at his newest acquisition, a white suit purchased while on a cruise to the 
Bahamas back in January, and pairs it with the Hawaiian shirt he'd sported on the boat, but it doesn't look 
right buttoned up and without a cigar perched between his teeth. 


He takes the shirt and jacket off, replaces it with a see-through long-sleeved tee, looks in the mirror. Ha. 
Absolutely not. 


He strips down to his underwear and dives back into the closet, pulling out every possible shirt, unclips his few 
pairs of slacks from their hangers, and spreads everything out on the bed before he drops, overwhelmed, 


facedown onto the whole smorgasbord and just breathes for a second. 


Once he's got a handle on himself again, he goes back to the closet to make sure he hasn't missed anything 


else, and his eyes skate over the stashed-away boxes of photos and memorabilia that have been uncovered in 


his whirlwind fashion panic. 


Within a few seconds, he's cross-legged on the carpet of his small closet, outfit problems forgotten, and is idly 
thumbing through a yearbook. It's from his junior year of high school and he recognizes most of the names 
but realizes he can barely place a face to half of them. He is concerned that none of these children will 
resemble the adults with whom he's about to be confronted, but does his best to take mental notes. 


Mostly he doesn't think about the past at all. In his early twenties, it was different - trying to hold onto the 
sense memory of every moment with a death grip - but now he's content to live his life day to day. Look 
ahead. Yet still, certain scents will grab him by the face and slam him back in time. Dirt brick-weed. Wet, 


summer pavement. The slightly musty aroma each page of the yearbook kicks up as he browses. 
He stops and hovers over the M's. 


In black and white it's impossible to tell what a flaming carrot top Dave was, but Kirk remembers very well. He 
looks so much younger in his picture than he does where he lives in Kirk's mind. Nerves flutter up in his chest 
and he shakes his head at himself for being anxious. Hell, he doesn't even know if Dave will be there tonight. Or 
what kind of person he's turned out to be. He might as well try to forget about it so he can act like a normal 

person if he's actually there, but seeing his face does something to Kirk. 


Memories come back like snapshots now that he's nearing forty. What used to play out more like little movies 
in his head have reconstituted themselves into a sort of highlight reel. 


The scene that pops up now is from one of the morrings he came to school early - something for A/V club, 
he thinks - and the baseball, track and field, and tennis teams were all at morning warm-up. The day was a 
foggy one, early in the spring, and he recalled the way the mist rose from the ground as his mom idled the 


car to scour her purse for his lunch money. He sat the extra minute, just watching. 


A small cluster of boys crossed his vision from left to right and he caught himself following the prancing gait 
of one lanky figure. Light on his feet, almost graceful, he was all in black - black pants, black sweatshirt with 
hood pulled up tight; impossible to tell who it was from the parking lot. Kirk watched the figure circle. Come 
back around. He was already out of the car and on his way into the school when he saw the hood pull back and 


a shaggy, red mop spill out. 


The important, formative memories have escaped the highlight reel treatment. They've solidified into billboards 
along the road of his mind, the lesser ones wheat-pasted over with new ones, the shapes of the old losing 
visibility under the layers. Somewhere among the depths, these older, invisible memories have started vibrating 
with a renewed urgency over the past couple of months, shaking off the coats upon them and displaying their 
contents to Kirk through time's hazy filter. 


Nonetheless, the thought that emerges next isn't among those memories that have recently resurfaced. Its 


one he goes back to a lot. 


An afternoon. Warmer. Later in the year. Or maybe it was the next year, Kirk cant be sure. He can still feel 
the hard aluminum of the portable bleachers under his ass as he sat there during gym class, tired and 
sweaty. He'd run the four laps around the track already with the rest of the boys and was waiting out the 
remainder of the period while the girls ran their mile for the Presidential Physical Fitness tests. Dave had 
shown up late to class, a fact Kirk remembered specifically because he'd missed the boys running and the 


teacher made him join the girls. 


While his friends sat around making comparisons about who had the bounciest tits, he zeroed in on Dave. With 
the benefit of a much closer view than he had that time in the parking lot, Kirk could see his tight stomach 
peeking out under the cropped sweatshirt tank, the long, prominent curves of his quads in his short gym 
uniform. The motion of his leg muscles was hypnotizing. Shake. Freeze. Release. Propelling him forward, shoes 
crunching in the gravel, a little dust puffing up under every beat of his feet. 


And then later, in the locker room, that look of cold appraisal Dave gave him which had Kirk afraid he'd clocked 
him watching. Dave's dagger-like stare followed him as he pulled his pants and underwear on under his tightly- 
wrapped towel. Though he found Dave peering coldly at him many times after that, that particular memory 
hung around with him, cropping up when he'd lie in bed at night, trying to get to sleep. 


That he'd put a name to his same-sex attraction, possibly been caught, and not outed all in the span of one 
single gym period was a core memory and one of which Dave was the star. Dave, who would, sometime later, 
reach out to hand him that cup in another core memory. Dave, who would go on to be the main attraction in 
his myriad jerk-off fantasies. The line between reality and imagination blurred from there. For years after Kirk 


graduated, he would still get off to that image most of all. That little fucking gym uniform. 


When Kirk looks up from the yearbook and reacclimates himself to the current century, he spies a lonely pair 
of pants hanging in the middle of the bar that he didn’t consider before - thought they might be too casual. 
They're a few years old and probably out of style, but he decides - fuck it. This is me. 


He pulls the black leather up over his thighs, wrests a silky, black, patterned button-up from within the mess 
on the bed, and slaps on some of his silver jewelry. He carefully runs gel through his hair. Years ago he 
wouldn't have hesitated to put on eyeliner like he used to do when he was big into the club scene, but that 


was a while ago and he's not really that person anymore. 

He's ready way too early and now he has to wait around for his ride over to the hotel. Cliff is pretty much 
always late, and a little high, so Kirk figures he can catch at least half of a movie rerun on TNT, when a call 
comes through. He grabs it, glad for the distraction. The cordless shows an unknown number on the LCD 
screen so he's surprised when a familiar voice is on the other end of the line. 

"Kirk! Hey, hey. Its Jason!" 


It feels like yesterday that he saw Jason last and jumps right into the conversation like it's nothing. 


"What's up bud? Am | going to see you tonight? Are you in town? " 


"Definitely, definitely. I'm actually calling you from the hotel. | got a room here and am just kicking around by 
myself. Totally bored. Come by early and let's grab a drink!" 


"Can't," Kirk says. "lm waiting around for Cliff" 
"Lemme guess," he says, "He's running on ‘Cliff time'?" 
“Surprise, surprise." 


"| don't know what | expected. Man, just drive yourself. You'll be waiting all night and I'll be under the table by 
the time you get here." 


Kirk laughs. “Probably, but that's a risk I'm taking. I'm damn glad you came back to town for this thing, though. 


What does it look like over there? Pretty nice? | mean, what are we getting ourselves into here?" 


"Oh it's..you know, | haven't made it down to the ballroom to see it yet, but have you been to this resort 
before? Feels like Vegas or Miami or Beverly Hills or something." 


Kirk has not been there. The golf course has only been revamped with renewed extravagance for the past 
couple of years and the accompanying resort with its tiered fountains, sprawling clubhouse, and many-storied 
hotel are gated off from the public. 

"Golf isn't my thing.” 


"Well, it's fuckin... | wouldn't call it elegant exactly, but upscale. Definitely upscale." 


Kirk pulls a blazer on over his shirt despite the summer warmth, shifting the receiver from one shoulder to 
the other as he works his arms into the sleeves. "This is going to suck, isn't it?" 


"Might!" Jason sounds distracted on the other end of the line, and he wraps up the conversation to get back to 
whatever has captured his attention - probably the TV if Kirk knows Jason "Well, whenever you two get your 
sorry asses over here I'll have a shot waiting for the both of ya" 

Cliff arrives only fifteen minutes later than promised, and Kirk hops in the passenger side behind Cliffs wife, 
pushing aside a toy fishing pole and sliding the door shut. He feels like a little kid by nature of the seating 
arrangement, and immediately regrets taking the offer of the ride. 


"Jason called me," Cliff tells him once he's buckled in and they are back on the road. 


"Me too." 


"Gave me an earful about being late." His eyes in the rearview are accusatory, but Kirk knows there's a smirk 
on his lips, just out of sight. 


"Weren't you, like, an hour late picking him up from the airport last time?" Kirk teases. 
His wife gives him a look. "Something like that," he begrudgingly admits, turning away from her gaze. 


They coast along making the same type of idle chitchat as usual, except Kirk can't concentrate on it at all. He's 
not going to admit to Cliff that he's so anxious he's nearly crawling out of his skin because Cliff doesn't worry 
about social things and will just tell him to relax. He's always cool as a cucumber. Kirk doesn't know how he 


does it. 


They turn onto the wide, winding road that leads past the green and the clubhouse, and the five-star 
restaurant, all of which Kirk perceives through the tint of the window, casting a pall over the whole scene. 
There is a valet that ushers them under a porte-cochére when they reach the hotel. Cliff laughs at first but 


when he finds out it's complimentary says, "Fuck it, sure," and hands over the keys to the minivan 


Kirk's last hope for escape departs, operated by a valet so young he probably wasn't even born yet when 
they'd graduated. His stomach turns as he stands in the open double doorway. He takes a deep breath, steels 
himself, and trails Cliff and his wife inside, sparing only the briefest of glances at a sandwich board sporting 
gold script on black matte. 


It reads, "Welcome, Class of 198I!" 


Changes 


| watch the rpples change their size 
But never leave the stream of warm impermanence and 
So the days float through my eyes 

But still the days seem the same 


David Bowie - Changes 


And they're inside. 


The ballroom is on the first floor. There's the briefest of elevator rides up from the lobby with a couple who 
make polite conversation about the venue, and then the next thing Kirk knows, he's walking into the reunion, his 


senses on high alert. 


Hundreds of black and gold orbs that look like real glass hang from the ceiling. Tables are set out with linen 
cloths, ruched along the edges. There's recessed lighting set into the square perimeter of the dance floor upon 
which a jazz quartet is softly providing mood music. Kirk attunes his ears to the familiar melody and realizes 
its the end of ‘Take the Long Way Home’. The upright bass continues to play a low note and they move right 


into something new, familiar in a poppy, earworm-y sort of way, without a break between the songs. 
The whole thing is classy, yet not so high-brow as to alienate. Nice touch, Lars, Kirk thinks. 


He and Cliff scan the crowd that slowly trickles in A lot of people look like the parents of kids he used to 
vaguely know. His stomach is doing this annoying skittering thing that makes his heart beat faster, makes him 
tap his feet, chew on his lip. 


Kirk's hoping that he'll see Jason, but right away Cliff zeroes in on James standing a few feet from them, 
facing the band. 


He's unmistakable, though he has a goatee, his hair is short, and he has glasses - glasses - on Kirk notices, 
with a touch of envy, that he looks good, like, really good. He guesses maybe in the back of his mind he was 
hoping James had gone bald, or paunchy, or something. But, no. No. He is heartened by the fact that he is 


there completely alone and is looking just as uncomfortable as Kirk feels. 


Cliff strides over and claps him on the shoulder and says in a goofy voice, "Hey, come here often?" 


James turns to capture Cliff in a hug. Hugs his wife. To Kirk's surprise, James pulls him in for a hug as well, 
as friendly as can be. Maybe James counted him as a closer friend than Kirk had ever realized, and, well, if 


that's the case, then he's got to admit that he's pleased to see James, too. 


Encased in James’ arms, he observes - as neutrally as possible - that his muscles are thick, and he smells 
rice like he just washed his hair with something expensive. Not knowing what to say, Kirk awkwardly grins when 


James lets go of him, and hopes his expression doesn't look as painful as it feels. 


The four of them exchange basic pleasantries. Kirk hates the stiff way he's holding himself, so he rocks back 
and forth on his heels. Once the motion has begun, though, he wonders if his incessant fidgeting is worse than 
doing nothing at all. 


A brief moment passes in which they look at each other without knowing how to get the conversation moving. 


Cliff's wife comes to their rescue by asking James when he got in 
"This morning," he says. 
She asks him how his flight was and the tension eases back a bit. 


Maybe its just Kirk Maybe he's the only awkward ore. Cliff's relaxed stance only reinforces this feeling, 
making Kirk more self-conscious. More fidgety. He tries to direct his brain to close off the other stimuli and 
focus on only the people standing by him. 


James lives in Colorado now, he tells them. Last Kirk had heard, he was in Idaho working a timber contract up 
by Coeur d'Alene, and after that Cliff had lost track of him which meant Kirk did, too. Not that he was keeping 
tabs. 


"With the Forest Service you go where the job is," James explains, "and | got promoted, which meant | had to 
find a different forest." 


"How's that?" Cliff asks. 


"Well, it's the federal government, so they don't care if your particular forest already has someone with the 
same job. You get promoted and follow the work, or you get stuck where you're at" He shrugs. "I couldn't have 
asked for a better deal, though. | mean, we ended up in Durango." 


Kirk has been there exactly once. He flew into Grand Junction and drove down the length of the state along the 
Million Dollar Highway to go to a wedding, taking in the scenery along the way. He pictures that road's sharp 
curves and open barriers with the thrill of fear that comes from being close to a steep drop-off. He wishes 
he could pitch himself over one of those edges right about now. 


He tries not to linger too obviously on James strong forearms when he rolls up his sleeves to reveal a bevy 
of tattoos. Instead, he excuses himself to go find Jason. 


A cursory visual sweep of the ballroom comes up short, so he wanders out the door. He asks some hurried 
staff member where the bar is. That's where Jason said he'd be, after all. 


But Jason is not in the bar, either. 
Whatever. It's fine. At least out here Kirk's knees have stopped quaking with nervous anticipation. 


He looks up at the backlit wall filled with liquor bottles and decides to take this opportunity to indulge in some 
liquid courage before he returns. Of course, there are drinks for free back inside the ballroom, but he'd 


rather make it look like he's confident without people seeing him tie one on. He orders a gin and tonic. 


The bartender is fit as if he spends all of his time at the gym and none sampling the goods he slings for a 
living. His backside lifts as he bends over the mini fridge and while Kirk's admiring the view, a presence to his 


left arrives as suddenly as if it materialized there. He turns with a smile, but to his shock, it isn't Jason 
‘Oh, um, hey," Kirk says, too flustered to have any control over what his face does at that moment. 


"Kirk Hammett," the apparition replies, drawing out the 'r' and Kirk is pretty sure it's the first time Dave has 
ever said his name out loud in his entire life. 


Heat courses up his spine and his cheeks flush. He thinks his hands might have started quivering but he can't 


manage to tear his eyes away to check. 
The bartender drops the drink onto the bar. "Five, even" 


He barely hears him. It feels like the air has been sucked out of the space and the only things left are himself 


and Dave, floating in a void. 


He fumbles for the right thing to say. Plenty of stuff comes to mind like, "| hoped you'd be here" and the 
equally true alternative, "| was worried you'd be here", but both of those would have Kirk admitting he'd 
thought about Dave which is a fact he thinks best to avoid mentioning. 


The bartender plucks the ten out of Kirk's hand which is frozen on the bar, shaking him out of his daze. Dave 


orders a drink which provides Kirk an extra minute to silently study him. 
"Beer, please? Sierra Nevada." 


Dave's features, once delicate, are still pretty, but hardened, lived in. Unchanged are his eyebrows - heavy, 


straight, darker than his hair. Kirk watches them knit together when the bartender gives him a blank look. 


"A what? We don't have.. that." 


Dave sighs and rolls his eyes sourly at Kirk like he should know how pitiful it is that this particular beer 


should be unavailable and, worse, unknown. 
"Guinness, then" 
"Draft or bottle?" 


"Draft." 


As the beer is poured, Dave shakes his head, annoyed at the simple question like the answer should have been 
obvious. Oh god, he hasn't changed at all. Though Kirk doubts that cocky display with the ordering was meant 
To intimidate him, it certainly had that effect. 


Because there's something about hearing his voice again. Nasally. Unmistakable. 
One of those old, covered-up memories breaks loose here in Dave's presence. 


It was during the summer after senior year on a night not unlike this one, the scent of pine wafting in the air, 
the cicada heat of the day having given way to cricket-muggy-dark. Deep through the forest where the cops 
were too lazy to follow, their whole gang had been drinking at their usual spot, chucking their empties out into 
the water in a competition for distance. 


A few girls had come along too, and though he was immune to their siren song, the others weren't, so as 
drinking turned to dares, so did calmly sitting by the reservoir turn into skinny-dipping. 


Self-conscious about his knobby knees and less-than-toned upper body, Kirk was hesitant to disrobe, but the 
peer pressure overcame him and he ended up enjoying the August-warm water slipping through his legs, found 
freedom in his skin under the cover of dark water and night. 


It was when he pulled himself back onto shore that he found Dave leaning against a tree, alone but for a bottle 
of beer, dripping wet, and covering all the important bits with a handful of clothes. He watched Kirk without 
even the decency to avert his eyes; a sharp contrast to Kirk, who, despite a burning desire to stare, turned 


his face downward. 


Kirk had muttered, "Hey," because it would have been even worse if he hadn't said anything at all. And it 


became worse, still, when only his shoes turned out to be where he thought he'd left them. 


He was about to wade back into the water and just wait out everyone else; see what shook out when they'd all 


dried off and dressed again, but then Dave said something. 


"Sorry, what?" 


"These yours?" Dave extended his hand and sure enough, the balled-up t-shirt, shorts, and underwear he was 
holding were Kirk's. 


They were Kirk's 

He kept looking at the clothes, making sure to avoid a glance at Dave's junk. 
"Um. Yeah. Uh, thanks." 

"Don't mention it." 


Clothes in hand, he stepped back on the rocky, packed dirt. The night breeze on his wet skin sent a chill 
through him. 


Dave stared like he was waiting for something. 
Pointed. Intentional. 
Not the way Cliff or Jason looked at him, or each other. 


He didn't know what to do. Did Dave want him to ask why he was holding his stuff? He made to formulate the 


question but, nervous, the words caught in his throat and he furrowed his brow at the ground. 


"Thought they were Marty's," Dave said then, rushed, as if he'd just thought of it. As if that was any 


explanation. 

"Oh. Sure, yeah..." 

Kirk raised his eyes to Dave's in the moon-bright woods and found him studying, interested, like he was trying 
to solve a puzzle. The expression changed quickly though, the way a smile changes when a camera is turned on 


it. 


"Gotta take a leak. Get lost" Dave turned and stepped away behind a bush, the forest swallowing him up until 


even the near-reflective paleness of his skin under the wan light was snuffed out. 

To this day he isn't sure if Dave was going to prank him by stealing his clothes, or what the hell was going on. 
The way his bright and curious face morphed into that insufferable pout, though - like he'd sized him up and 
found him lacking - still stung. 


It was the last time Kirk and Dave ever spoke. 


That is, until now. 


Dave has turned back towards him expectantly, waiting for Kirk to drive this conversation that he's been 
unwillingly thrown into, but his mouth feels like a car with bald tires trying to find traction on a dirt road. 


"Have you been over to the -" he gestures with his head, then his eyes and hands in case the head wasn't 


clear enough, back towards the ballroom "- yet?" 
"Not yet. | was on my way there." 
"Gotcha, gotcha. Just stepped out, myself.” 


Dave leans one arm onto the bar. Smiles at Kirk, his eyes squinting. Looks around, then back. He rubs the side 
of his face with the backs of his fingers. "This is weird." He just says it, outright. Smiles again. 


Kirk chuckles, eased a smidge by Dave's candor. "Yeah, | hate this type of thing. I'm avoiding going back." 
Dave's drink arrives with a healthy topping of foam and he sips. Regulated. Calm. 


"The reunion, yeah" Dave taps his fingers on the bar, then uses the same ones to gesture in the space 


between them. "But, no, | meant you and me. This. ls weird." 
Before he has a chance to be offended, he hears Jason say his name. He waves as he walks over. 
Kirk both curses and blesses him for his timing. 


"Dave, man, hey, how's things?" Jason asks as they shake hands in that hard-smack way enjoyed by man's 


men, the slap from their connected palms resonating. Aggressive. 
"Doing well. You?" 


"No complaints here, other than the price of the rooms. Christ, you'd think they'd at least give you a 


complimentary round of golf while they bend you over." 

The smile Dave gives him is more or less just a raised eyebrow. 

"Don't you have a bunch of points racked up?" Kirk asks him. Jason travels often 

‘Only for the big chains." He shrugs. Kirk knows it's not going to hit his wallet too hard. Jason's been in a 
territory management position with Bobcat for the past few years and Kirk knows for a fact that he's flush. 


He bought a goddamn Corvette in cash off the lot in April 


"Better not crack open the mini bar," Dave says. 


"Too late." He grimaces, the muscles in his neck standing out. "Had to occupy myself somehow!" He looks back 
and forth between Dave and Kirk like something isn't adding up. Jason's intuitive - he can probably read in the 
expression on Kirk's face that he's deeply uncomfortable and attempting to hide it. He keeps talking, which gives 
Kirk a chance to get some of that gin into his system. 

"You look good!" Jason tells Dave with the easy confidence of a straight man. 

"Well, | washed," Dave deflects. 

Dave is more guarded in his body language now that Jason's arrived, Kirk notices. He's got his back against the 
bar, using it almost as a crutch, his arms folded tightly across each other. Even with the "this is weird" 
comment still hanging in the air between them, Kirk is sure Dave felt more comfortable being with Kirk, alone. 
Which is confusing. 

He turns his attention to Jason. "Took your time getting down here, huh," Kirk jests. 

"Hey, | expected you to be at least an hour later riding with Cliff. He here or did you give up waiting?" 

"He's down the hall. Whatever you said to him got his ass in gear." The banter feels performative to Kirk, the 
quips too loud, too jokey, too fake-comfortable, like they're acting a certain way for Dave's benefit. "Where is 


this shot | was promised?" 


"That all I'm good for?" Jason throws his hands wide. Waves to the bartender. "Two -?" he spares a glance at 


Dave, who nods. "Three," Jason amends, "shots of Jameson" 

"Single or double?" 

"Single. Or.. what's the mood here?" 

Kirk waits for Dave to reply "double" before he follows suit. 

Jason raises his shot glass once they've all been poured and passed. "To, uhhhh -" 


Dave cuts him off before Jason can come up with anything clever. "To reconnections, missed connections, and 


lifelong connections." 
"Prost" Jason says. 
Kirk gives a "cheers", holding his glass in the air to receive a soft ‘clink’ from the other two. Dave and Jason 


both tap their shots onto the bar before drinking them down, part of some social contract of which Kirk is 
unaware. He doesn't bother copying the motion Just tosses it back 


Kirk sees Jason on a semi-regular basis. Straight-forward and honest by nature, Jason isn't the stereotypical 
salesman, and Kirk guesses that's what has made him so successful. He comes into town around once a 
quarter for business and to see his mom and dad and he never misses out on spending time with Kirk and Cliff 


when he does. 


Being the only gay friend in the group has its bad points, but it has perks, too. On the one hand, they don't 
‘get’ some of Kirk's interests, and he has no one to go to gay bars with. But Kirk's hometown buddies confide in 
him and spill their guts in a way that he's certain they don't do with one another. It's why Jason was 
comfortable telling him - in excruciating detail - about his heartbreak a few years ago when his long-term 
girlfriend split up with him for another guy. He's still not over it and has been filling the hole with random 
hookups ever since. He has a booty call on speed dial in every city he frequents. Kirk once joked the song ‘Area 
Codes’ was written about Jason, but he hadn't heard of it - and that's the topic now, in this hotel bar wherein 
he and Jason have launched into a private conversation, excluding Dave for several minutes longer than is 


polite. 

When Dave clears his throat, they turn to look at him. It only takes Kirk a second to notice that its because 
beer went down the wrong pipe - he pounds on his chest a couple of times - but it has the same effect as if 
he'd done it intentionally. He doesn't seem to have minded just listening, but now it's awkward, so Jason's quick 
to try to involve him, though by the way he grimaces it's clear that he is reluctant to be brought back into 
the discussion. 

Jason, unfiltered, promptly launches into asking what turns out to be a series of personal questions that Dave 
looks like he'd rather not be answering, though he, of course, should have expected this type of thing at a high 


school reunion. His grilling reveals that Dave lives just outside Phoenix and has for almost ten years, has two 


kids, and is rather recently divorced (a detail he does not expound upon). 

"You hope you aren't the guy that shows up single to these things. Yet, here | am." Dave says. 
"Hey, don't feel too bad about it. Kirk's single." 

Kirk would like to slap Jason right then. 


"That right?" Dave softly snorts into his beer as if he thought about stifling a laugh and then didn't care to 


bother. He strokes his cheek again as if scratching an itch. 


"Why..?" Kirk starts, his forehead furrowing at Jason, and Dave glances back and forth between the two of 
them like he's suddenly aware he's a third party to a brewing argument. 


"What?" Jason feigns innocence. 
"You're one to talk." 


"At least | get laid, you know what | mean?" 


Jason might be a few more sheets to the wind than Kirk gave him credit for at first. He wasn't joking about 
that minibar. He shakes his head at Jason who is grinning conspiratorially at Dave who, for his part, is giving 
Jason a blank stare. 


"Hey. Jason? Put a cork in it, please.” 
"Roger, that," Jason says. 


He was probably too late running damage control on Jason's loose lips. All in all, things are not off to a great 


start. 

Kirk sips his drink and pretends there's something interesting over on the other side of the room. 
Dave adjusts the hem of his shirt; shifts his shoulders around. 

A pin drops. 


"Well, let's head into it then, yeah?" Jason offers as a lifeline, with an ‘after you' gesture. Dave accepts the 
out, leading the way while Kirk and Jason follow him. 


Kirk's developed this way of relying on his peripheral vision so anyone he's checking out won't notice. The skill is 
a double-edged sword. Yeah, it allows him to pass as straight, like, ninety percent of the time, but sometimes 
he wonders what he might have missed out on by not being more direct. Its a tactic he employs now, as they 


walk, and he takes in everything about Dave without really looking at him. 


Aren't jocks supposed to peak in high school? Kirk sees with a little bit of jealousy that his hair, long like his 
own, is as rich and vibrant as ever and his hairline is perfectly in place, unlike Kirk's, which he spent time 
slicking with the right amount of gel to make sure no one would notice. His shirt hugs his frame just enough 
that Kirk can see a bit of bulk in his upper body, his ironed slacks snug just around his hips. It looks like he's 
been doing squats or deadlifts or something. His ass used to be kind of flat - not that Kirk minded - but now 
its nicer than that bartender's was. He's hot in a whole different way from high school Dave, but instead of 
being annoyed by this, like he was when he saw James, he's intrigued. 


It's loud in the hall and Kirk takes the opportunity, while he's out of earshot of Dave, to quietly pester Jason 
"Why specifically mention that I'm single? C'mon, Jase." 


With a mischievous grin, Jason throws his arm around Kirk's shoulder and gets close to his ear. "Just putting 


those old rumors to the test. What's the harm?" 


Kirk pulls his face away to give Jason an exasperated sigh, and Jason winks at him. Pats him on the back. 


Fucking Jason, meddling in things. Kirk shakes his head and shrugs him off. It's embarrassing to have to explain 
why it's embarrassing, so he stifles his annoyance and continues following Dave's broad shoulders (that he's 


not drooling over - of course, not) through the doors. 
The ballroom is dimmer and more crowded than it was the first time, and Cliff is nowhere to be seen. 


For all his studying, he can't seem to find any faces that look like the ones in his yearbook, and when he turns 
to say that very thing to Jason, he finds that Jason's gone. Dave is, too. 


Kirk is standing by himself, an abandoned island in a cold sea 


He pulls his cell phone out and looks at it as if itll help him in this situation, but he doesn't even have so much 
as a voicemail. For a split second he considers calling Rob just to chat, but that's too pathetic. Rob isn't going 
to judge him, but he wouldn't be able to live with himself knowing that he couldn't stick out a moderately 
uncomfortable social affair for a few measly hours. He thumbs through the phone menu once or twice before 
deciding that he'd be too ashamed if anyone saw him sitting around playing Snake, so eventually he meanders 


over to the snack table. 


He makes idle chitchat with other folks. Most of them turn out to be husbands and wives of his old 
classmates, left to gather dust while their partners galavant around the ballroom with old friends. None of 
them know each other, and this whole thing is feeling more and more like the nightmare he'd hoped it wouldn't 
be every additional second he stays. 


He makes it a point not to gaze around the room for a glimpse of red hair. If that encounter in the hotel bar 


is the last interaction he's ever going to have with Dave, so be it. He can live with that. 


He finds an empty table that has a jean jacket tossed on it - unmistakably Cliff's, judging by the faint smell of 
pot - and he sits half-turned toward it, pretending his plate of cheese, olives, and crackers is incredibly 
interesting. Though he's always had a proclivity toward seeking out solitude, he hates that it makes him look so 
pitiful in social settings. 


Kirk feels like the wallflower at a school dance until, unexpectedly, he hears for a second time tonight, "Kirrrrk 


Hammett!" 


Dave is standing next to him with two drinks in his hands - one is clear with a lime perched on the rim - and 
he sets them down to pull up a chair. He looks much too comfortable in it, his left ankle pulled up into a 
figure-four over his right thigh, a picture of nonchalance wrapped in semi-formal attire. He pushes the clear 


drink (a second gin and tonic, the same as he ordered in the bar) toward Kirk. 


Kirk wonders if Dave can see the unease on his face. It's not as if Dave ever really picked on him or anything, 
but his sudden interest in talking to Kirk when all his old baseball buddies are gathered around the punch bowl 
laughing like it's 198] is suspect. 


"So you never left, huh." 

"Left? This table?" 

"No, here," Dave explains like Kirk is dense. "You stayed in town?" 
"Oh. Yeah. No. Well, kinda." 


Dave waits for him to get his brain in working order. Kirk realizes he never mentioned where he lives. Dave 


must have picked the information up elsewhere. 
"Wait, how did you know that?" 

"Cliff told me 

"You guys talking about me?" Kirk jokes with an edge of nervousness. 
"| asked" 


"Oh." Kirk has no idea what to say to that. The implication in there paired with the hand-delivered cocktail and 
steady look Dave is giving him has nervous energy boiling up and over and he is unable to plug it up before it 


turns into word vomit. 


"Oh. Well. Yeah, well. | left for a while. Like, | moved into the city and really did that whole thing. Tried the 
college thing. The ‘Ol College Try! Ha. Right. Um." He's spiraling. "But yeah, | moved back here about seven 


years ago." 


Dave nods in slow understanding. He's quieter than Kirk remembers but still carries that look on his face, like 
no matter what you do or say you're testing his patience. Kirk reminds himself that Dave approached him so 


he keeps talking; tries to quell the fear. 


He swallows. Fidgets. The small talk he's searching for comes to him, finally, and he thinks of something to ask 


that Jason didn't already interrogate him about. 

"So, like. What do you do? For a career?" Career? Ugh Why didn't he just say job’? He looks around the room and 
up to the ceiling - can feel the exaggerated expressions move across his face, but he's powerless to stop 
them. 


lm a skydiving instructor." Dave slow-blinks. 


"Whoa How'd you get into that?" 


Dave pulls his hair back from his eyes even though it isn't in the way. Brushes his cheek. "It was something | 
came into as an outlet for.. some other stuff | was going through at the time." He wobbles his head from side 
to side and sighs. Kirk thinks something else, something more personal, is coming, but Dave dials it back instead 
of divulging whatever bit of information he's holding inside. 


For better or worse, Kirk is just damn nice, and he can't help but nod to show that he's listening. He wants 
Dave to feel comfortable getting whatever is bothering him off his chest, even if in the back of his mind he's 
still remembering that the last thing Dave said to him twenty years ago was "get lost”. 


It works. Dave's posture opens toward Kirk, and he leans an elbow onto the table to look at him face-on. 


"Couple buddies introduced skydiving to me when | had a chemical problem." He lifts his chin in that haughty 
way of his which Kirk remembers from way back. "It was either let that rule my life, or make a change, and 
lm not the kind to let something reign over me. | run my own life." His finger taps hard onto the table to 


emphasize his point. 


Kirk is passingly acquainted with ‘chemical problems’ so the euphemism is not lost on him. In the years he 
spent clubbing and enjoying the city nightlife, he indulged in more cocaine than he probably should have. He 
managed to get a handle on it before he ever spiraled out of control, but several of his friends didn't. It was 


hard to watch. He doesn't envy Dave the experience. 


In an effort to express that bit of common ground, Kirk clumsily chatters. "Got some familiarity in that arena, 
myself. Did you, um? What was your..? | mean, you don't have to tell me.. Sorry." He wishes he'd thought out 


his words before opening his mouth. 


At first, Dave's familiar glare flashes across his face, and Kirk is worried he's going to turn icy cold on him - 


walk away like he did into the forest. But then he looks down at his hands. 


"IFs fine," he says. Spreads his fingers. Nods like he's giving himself permission to open up. "I was using heroin 
for quite a long time, and it got really serious - really on another level. After rehab, skydiving saved my life, 


and so, fast forward eight years, and now | own my own business." 


He leans to the side to grasp his wallet and pulls a card out of it with a self-aware smirk like he's being 


gauche by networking at a reunion 
The card has a glossy finish and a little cartoon of a skydiver in a blue jumpsuit with a yellow parachute open 
above it. Energy of the Gods, it reads. In true Dave fashion, his name is printed in a font size nearly as large 


as the company name, with a phone number and address just beneath. 


He imagines being strapped to Dave's chest, dropping through the atmosphere at a zillion miles an hour. 
Everything around them cold. Dave's body warm where they're pressed together. 


"Very nice" Kirk goes to hand it back to Dave, but he waves it away. 


"For you." 


‘Oh. Yeah, it's a business card so you probably have more, so." Kirk flips it around between his fingers. He 
glances up at the ceiling again, hearing his own stumbling words, wishing his nervous tics weren't so obvious. 
He lifts an arm to scratch at the back of his neck, and his shirt comes up. Dave looks, then looks away very 


fast. Neither acknowledge it. 


Jason finds them again and he pulls up a chair on the other side of Kirk with a brimming glass of beer that he 
carefully sips at. 


"Hiya" 
Kirk shifts his attention. "Way to pull a disappearing act. | turned around for a second and you were gone" 


"The point of this is to mingle and catch up with people," Jason says, unapologetic. "Where did you think | 


went?" 


Kirk doesn't like to argue so he just shakes his head instead of saying what he wants to, but then Dave says it 


for him. 
"You could have asked him to join you." 


He can't believe Dave is inserting himself in the conversation, and apparently neither can Jason because his 


hard mouth is set in a tiny, straight line. 


"| guess," he says, and looks out into the crowd, then after a beat continues with, "I'm hungry," and gets up 
again He doesn't mention Dave's hypocrisy - he walked off, too, for god's sake. He turns behind Dave's back 
and shoots Kirk a pointed look. 


No sooner does Jason depart than James approaches with Cliff and his wife in tow along with a few guys he 
thinks he maybe remembers and a few women he definitely does not. He stands to greet and shake hands with 


them all, acutely aware that he's elbow to elbow with Dave all the while. 
lts.. kind of nice. 


Amidst the laughter and orchestra of clinking glasses and silverware, Kirk begins to unwind. A friend from the 
garage days, Nick, finds them and gives Kirk a genial squeeze on the arm and pulls up a chair. Ron, one of 


James’ closest buddies, sidles up not long after. 


With a plate full of food, Jason returns and wraps an arm around Cliff's side; gives his wife a kiss on the 
cheek. The conversation is bright and lively and everyone's buzz is starting to kick in. The regret Kirk had 
about coming to this function starts to fade. He's eating and drinking and looking at wallet-sized pictures of 


little kids, and joking with everyone in a way that makes him mournful of the fact that he didn't have more 


confidence two decades before. 


All of the divisions that once existed are gone. And of course they are. They are all past it - whatever 'it is, 
or was. He bets that if he'd gone to his ten-year reunion there would still have been a lot of posturing. But 
its different now. Most folks seem comfortable in their own skin, and a few drinks deep, Kirk has finally 
stopped wanting to crawl out of his. 


He's soaking up the positive energy when Lars, with the fluid composure of a movie star, breezes over to 
them. His hair is short-cropped and bleached like he's Eminem or something, and he's fit and trim, an upgraded 
version of the all-state tennis star he was. 

He opens his arms wide and says, "All my favorite people in one place!" Kirk is pretty sure he's said the same 
thing to every table he's stopped by, but he looks sincere. Lars starts doling out the individual hugs like he's in 
a receiving line at a wedding, and Kirk feels a gentle nudge to his side. 

Its Dave, again. He's somehow slipped away to the bar table and come back without Kirk having noticed he left, 
because again he has two cocktails in hand, one of which is a gin and tonic which he gives to Kirk, who is, at 
that very moment, sucking down the ice water between the cubes at the bottom of his glass. 

If Kirk didn't know any better he would think.. 

He doesn't complete that thought because then Lars is jovially gripping his shoulders and telling him how great 
he looks!, how tanl, and he's returning compliments. Somewhere amidst all the hubbub, Dave sneaks away for 


good. 


An hour later, he's shooting the shit with some A/V club acquaintances when Cliff finds him and pulls him 


aside. 

Lars invited us up to his suite for an after-party. Whaddya think?" 

Kirk thinks it's 9:30 pm and he's usually in bed within the hour, but he instead asks, "Who else is going?" 
"Seriously?" 

"Yeah man, who else?" 

"| didn't ask for names." 


Kirk considers it for another half second before he decides to come along. "You're my ride, so if | don't wanna 


stay too long do you mind if we cut and run?" 


Fine by me," Cliff agrees. "The wife's packing it in soon anyway, so she'll take you if you want. But | think you'll 
want to stay." 


"Do you, now?" Kirk says through a grin 


"Yeah, | do." He pats the bulging, buttoned pocket of his jacket. "The stash made the journey tonight and there's 
plenty to go around. Just let loose a little. Ill be fun" 


"Hey, I'm loose already. Loose as a goose!" Kirk waggles his head back and forth with his mouth open in a taunt. 


He does a little hip-wiggle, feeling silly. 


Cliff gives him the lightest of brotherly, playful shoves. "All right, goofball," he says. "See you up there." 


Wasted Years 


So understand 
Don't waste your time always searching for those wasted years 
Face up, make your stand 


Realize you're living in the golden years 


lron Maiden - Wasted Years 


Its nearly eleven o'clock when Kirk makes his way up to the top floor of the hotel. 


Though Jason had tried to drag him to his room for a nightcap with Cliff and a bunch of the old crew, he'd 
declined. He was caught up in conversation with someone who claimed The Mummy Returns was the best movie 
of the year and he couldn't bear keeping his opinion to himself about it. He's regretting that decision now, as he 


exits the elevator alone. 
The music and voices coming from the end of the short hall draw him in. 


Cream-colored walls that look like marble surround him, rising up to intricate molding that sports fig leaves 
painted in gold. A planter with an expensive-looking fake tree stands next to the doorway of the nicest suite in 
the hotel. Its mate has been pulled inside and is being used to prop the door open. He steps past it and peers 


around its fabric leaves. 


The lights in the main room are lower than they were downstairs, and dance music plays on the sound system. 


It being Lars' party, he would have expected heavy metal or something, but, hey, people change. 


The curtains drawn back from huge plate glass windows show off the moon, bright above the close treeline. 
Kirk crosses the space, eager to look out. This is one of the tallest buildings in town and he wants to see his 
world laid out from this angle. Maybe he could even pick out his house. Alas, all there is to see is a manicured 


lawn backed up to the woods. Kirk guesses the open view over the golf course must be on the other side. 
People are mostly hanging out on the balcony or gathered around the wet bar. Two tall figures lean against one 
wall where the lights are the dimmest, but even in shadow, he can tell its James and Dave. They home in on 
him at the same moment and Dave waves him over. 


Without a drink to fiddle with, Kirk thrusts his hands into the pockets of his pants. 


"He finally deigns us with his presence," Dave teases as Kirk nears, a hint of excitement in his voice. It was a 
safe assumption that Dave would have joined the afterparty, but even so, a little electric thrill tingles through 


Kirk in the knowledge that this episode with his one-time crush isn't over yet. 


"Yep, here | am," Kirk gestures along the length of himself. If it was Cliff and Jason he might have curtsied, 
but there's no way he's going to do that in front of these guys, no matter how friendly they are. 


"Hey, man," says James. 

"You guys been here long?" 

"Not really." James cranes his neck around to eye the other guests before glancing back. 
"Thirty minutes, give or take," Dave says, shifting closer to Kirk. "I'm already getting bored." 


James maintains his surly stance against the wall. "Get a load'a this place. You know he's got a tray of drugs in 
the bedroom? He said ‘Take whatever you want" 


"Generous, | guess." 
"It's somethin." 


Dave is looking around him. "All it needs is a few hookers and go-go dancers and the scene would be complete. 


Oh and, about a hundred more people." 

"Heh. ‘The scene’. Like you'd know anything about that," James smiles, condescendingly. Gives Dave a side-eye. 
"Maybe I've visited Lars in New York and just didn't tell you. Ever consider that possibility?" 

"Impossible." 

"And why is that James, pray tell?" 

"Have you ever even been to New York?" 

"Have | ever been to New York? Surely, you must be kidding." 


"Not that | doubt that you get up to some depraved, weirdo shit, but | know you hate to leave the comfort of 


your own home. And don't call me Shirley’ 


And it goes on like that. Kirk watches. Listens. They're funny. Their rapport is snappy, playful. Kirk can tell by 
the easy way they joke that they've remained close this whole time. Its heartwarming, but it makes him feel a 


bit like an outsider, and wishes Cliff and Jason would get to the party already. 


He hears a loud pop, and then all at once Lars sweeps in, champagne bubbling over his fingers down the side of 
the green glass. 


"Guys, guys. Come sit down with me!" He's animated and pushy, and he coaxes them over to where a low, glass 
table, boundaried on three sides by a posh, lounge set, displays bottles of champagne and wine chilled in gilded 
ice buckets. He sits in a big, cushy chair and leans forward to flip upright ard fill four flutes that circle one 
bucket. Kirk plops down opposite the table from Lars onto the loveseat, arms crossed over his body. The other 


two sit spaced out on the adjacent couch, one at each end, before leaning in to take their glasses. 

A tall woman glides over and settles herself into Lars’ lap holding what Kirk thinks might be a small walkie- 
talkie. She's younger than them, and sort of looks like she could be a model that Lars hired for this event - he 
wouldn't put it past him - so he's surprised when the walkie-talkie thing crackles to life and the voice on the 
other end is that of a whining toddler. 

"Damn," she says to Lars, "Guess I'll have to meet the guys later." 


Lars kisses her on the cheek. “Sorry, hun," he says. 


She waves as she walks off, statuesque and impressive, turning more than a few heads as she departs. Money 


may not buy happiness, but it certainly can land a hot lady, Kirk thinks. 

"What can you do" Lars shrugs. 

Dave and James nod sympathetically. 

Kirk has been a part of enough of these conversations to anticipate how it's going to go. He could probably 
take bets on the number of seconds it will be before someone asks him if he has kids and then nods in quiet 


judgment at his answer. 


"| probably shouldn't even be here right now," James says. "But my wife said to get my ass to this reunion 
She's probably happy to have me out of her hair and have her parents there instead, to help with the kids." 


"You say that, but remember that grandparents only want to hold the baby," Dave says with an edge of 
annoyance. "Wouldn't kill ‘em to do some dishes or laundry once in a while, you'd think" The other two humph 
appreciatively. Kirk feels like that kid watching band practice again, missing that one thing that will make him 


part of the inner circle. 


James isn't quite so willing as Dave to throw his in-laws under the bus. "Better than nothing, though. Especially 
when they both want to be held at the same time.. | swear its taking years off my back this go around" 


"Did he say ‘baby’? You have a little one?" Lars asks him. 


"Two-year-old and a two-month-old," James explains. 


Kirk tries to feign interest in the conversation but he sees Dave looking at him curiously and quickly realizes 


his own stupidly effusive face has blown his cover. 

"Not a dad, Kirk?" Dave asks. 

‘I'm not 

"You have plenty of time," Lars says. Kirk's heard that one before. 


"Don't wait foo long, though. Heh. Like | was saying, my back is about to go out on me. Next time | bend over | 
think it might snap," James laughs. 


"Maybe you should work out more," Dave says and looks pointedly up and down at James as if he doesn't look 


great. The snark is taken as a joke and James laughs again. 


Dave turns to Kirk. "Its the hardest fucking thing ever. Don't get me wrong - it's been the most rewarding, 
and, god love ‘em, beautiful thing, but it's damn hard every day. Nothing wrong with not wanting kids. We all 
tread a different path." 


He sees what Dave's trying to do, but he really doesn't need anyone's approval. And, anyway, it's not like he's 
diametrically opposed to the idea, but being attracted to men kind of throws a wrench in the whole thing. 
Nevermind that he seriously doubts it's worth all the trouble. Like, he isn't going to exactly jump at the 
chance to spend several years of disrupted sleep followed by several more years of weekends watching kids 


fall over soccer balls. 
He gives Dave a small smile and hopes the focus will move off him and onto something else. 


And it does. Because for once tonight, Jason's timing doesn’t suck. He rolls in with a whole crew in tow, and the 
party almost doubles in size, people scattering to all corners of the suite like descending vultures, the open 


bottles of alcohol quickly picked over like carrion 


A number of folks stand hovering around the couches until Cliff plops down next to James, and then Jason, 
climbing over the back of the couch with youthful exuberance, folds in right next to him. Dave vacates his 
spot to make room for the group, and stands right in front of Kirk. 


"Hey, shove over," he says like they're kids forced to share a bus seat. The loveseat is just barely big enough 
to fit the both of them. Dave kicks up a gust of fresh laundry particles and aftershave as he settles in. Into 
the space Dave left behind, Ron and Lloyd cram together, while Nick perches on the sofa's arm and Marty 
pulls up an ottoman big enough to fit both himself and David. 


The group brings the continuance of a conversation with them, ping-ponging from one person to the next, and 


it's no less uncomfortable for Kirk than was the previous discussion 


"Dude, put it into a Roth," Nick is saying. 

| don't know what that is." David looks lost. 

‘It's new. It's like a 40lk but you pay taxes upfront so you aren't stuck paying them after you retire." 
"That's not even an option with my company," Ron adds. 


Marty pipes up. "We opened individual accounts. It's worth it. You have to make sure you're on top of your 
asset allocation, though. Buddy of mine, he went way too risky with the stocks and now he's kicking himself” 


"The market always corrects itself over time. This recession, the burst bubble or what have you - it's 


temporary. He'll be fine," Jason confidently assures Marty. 


‘lam way too drunk for this conversation," David cuts in with his distinctive, goofy laugh, unchanged over the 


years. "Someone save me!" 


Cliff leans around the bodies to ask him if he wants to smoke some weed and ignore these jokers at the same 


time Dave jumps into the fray. 


"| don't have a retirement fund" It sounds braggy. "All my money goes back into the business and eventually I'll 


expand and that'll pay for itself” 

"Now, see," James says, turning from his side conversation with Lars to the greater group (Kirk is surprised 
to discover that he was listening), "that's exactly why | work for the Forest Service. Having a pension means a 
dependable income down the line." 

David's just taken a hit off of the packed glass piece with which Cliff supplied him, and he reaches over to 
pass it to Marty next to him, who shakes his head ‘no’. Next up is Kirk, and he takes it, gratefully. David left 
greens. Thoughtful. His expression says he is bored by this conversation, too. 

Kirk takes the pipe and the lighter. It wouldn't necessarily be boring to him if he had anything to add to the 
discussion. His job pays fine enough to cover his mortgage and a vacation a year if he scrimps, but he 
certainly isn't investing in stocks or mutual funds. 

"All right James well at least my sweat isn't going into helping fund nuclear warheads," Dave snipes back 
"You have no safety net!" 

"Hell of a thing to say to a guy with a skydiving business." 


That gets a laugh from the group. 


Kirk passes the pipe to Dave and as he takes it, their fingers brush together. 

The party is heating up now. Lars is beside himself. He conducts festivities like he's hosting in his own home, 
offering drinks and food, flitting about the suite with so much energy Kirk can practically taste the cocaine 
just by watching him. 

He eventually comes out with a veritable charcuterie board of what he calls ‘party favors’. While Kirk is no 
stranger to drugs, he thinks back and is pretty sure the last time he did anything of the sort was a decade 
ago. Maybe longer. Hard to recall. These days he sticks to weed and the occasional alcoholic beverage. He's high 
already, hyper-aware of the heat of Dave's body beside him, their thighs millimeters apart, Dave's long fingers 
drumming out a pattern on the back of the sofa It probably wouldn't be a good idea to enhance that feeling. 
Who knows what private thoughts he might reveal to Dave should his inhibitions be removed any further? 


Lars is on the other side of the table, pointing out the variety he's got to James and Cliff while Jason cups a 
hand around his ear to try to catch the run down, Cliff and Jason both take something from the tray. 


Lars catches Kirk watching him and moves around the furniture deftly as a waiter in a five-star restaurant, 
coming to land by Kirk's knees. He drops to a squat, holding the assortment out for perusal. Kirk can tell he is 
loving the attention, the illicitness of the act, the pressure he's exuding on the others to get them out of 


their comfort zones. He recites the menu and waits for a decision, his big eyes searching Kirk's. 


It's like a school lunch tray, except instead of gluey macaroni and mystery meat, it's piles of pills of various 


colors and shapes, capsules filled with powder, tabs of acid, vials of tincture, razor blades, an anthill of cocaine. 
"You've tried E before, right?" Dave's voice asks from beside him, his tone hushed. 


Kirk is still fixated on the colorful array before him and doesn't turn to look at Dave when he answers. "It's 


been years, but." 

"But you're thinking of changing that?" Lars asks, mischief dancing across his lips. 
"Man, | don't know if | should." 

"Come on, we're all on bad behavior tonight” 

Kirk hesitates. 

Lars turns to Dave. "For you?" 

"Ecstasy," Dave says confidently. 


"You're in luck" He grins and pushes a flattish pill toward Dave with the tip of his finger. 


"Are you gonna take some?" Kirk asks him, incredulous. He doesn't want to air Dave's dirty laundry in front of 
Lars, plus, David and Marty are both within earshot, so he refrains from asking if doing drugs is such a good 


idea for an ex-junkie. He hopes his wide-eyed expression is sending the message. 


"No, I'm just having him pull some out so | can smell it, check the vintage.. Yeah, Kirk, I'm gonna take some and 


it would be a lot more fun if | had some company." 
"Not." Kirk stammers. "Not James?" 


"He won't partake," Dave says. "He's gotta call the wife and check in and she'll know if he's fucked up on 
something other than booze." This gets a judgemental chuckle out of Lars. "Not his thing, anyway. So, whaddya 
say?" 


The lights are dim and cigarette smoke fills the air. Lars has probably dropped enough money that the hotel 
isn't bothering to enforce the smoking ban. The haze imbues Kirk with a sense of nostalgia for a time he 
normally doesn't feel like reliving. But here he is, and Dave is looking at him from behind his hair, and Kirk sees 
a flash of that beautiful teenager still inside there, the same one he wanted and lusted over and jerked off to 
countless times for countless years except now he's a man and he's big and he's hot and he hears himself 


say, "I'll be your company.” 
Lars hands him his poison of choice. 


Kirk can feel letters carved into the chalky surface of the pill under his thumb, indistinguishable in the low 
light. 


Dave throws his right back. He doesn't have a drink in his hand, so he steals Kirk's champagne, swigs about 
half the glass, returns it. Swallows. The smile he gives to Kirk is wild. It reminds him of Beetlejuice. 


"So, are you actually going to take that, or what?" he asks. 


Kirk turns it over once in his hand. He thinks about tomorrow, if he's got anything that needs doing. He doesn't. 
Itll keep him up all night, that's for sure, but that isn't his main concern 


More than anything, he's sure he'll do something dumb. Say something to Dave he can't take back. Give in to 
the desire to touch him, which he's already tamping down, and which he knows will just get a hell of a lot 
harder to control. But Dave has had some weird kind of energy all night, the kind that has one obvious 


explanation even though Kirk's brain can't get it to compute. 
"Earth to Kirk" 


Fuck it. Blame Dave for what devilry may come, he thinks, and pops it into his mouth. Dave takes Kirk's own 
champagne and lifts it to his mouth to help him wash it down. It's kind of a domineering move and it gets a 


flutter going in Kirk's belly while he drinks. 


They don't talk to each other for a little while after that, listening to the buzzing conversations all around 
them, letting the effects sink in Eventually, Dave gets engrossed in a discussion with Marty about moving to 
Japan. They're becoming more excited as the conversation progresses, and Kirk gets the sense he's witnessing 
them get fucked up in real-time. 


Kirk doesn't know who moved, or when, but their legs are definitely touching now, and neither has pulled away. 
Dave's hand is still on the back of the couch, right behind Kirk, but he isn't drumming anymore and Kirk can 


feel its presence there, an inch from his neck. 
It's getting warm in the suite. 


Someone shut the A/C off when the doors and windows were all thrown wide, and the heat is creeping in on 
Kirk, even with his blazer off and his sleeves rolled. It's creeping in on everyone else, too. He sees James 
across the table with his shirt unbuttoned halfway down, tattoos on display. Jason is just in an undershirt, the 
kind Kirk's sister specifically asked him to stop referring to as a ‘wife-beater'. Kirk tries to call over the table 
to him to ask him if he took E, too, but its loud and Jason can't really hear. There's a rustling at his side and 
when Kirk looks back, Dave's just in a tank top, too, and he's gathering his hair back into a ponytail 


Kirk is mesmerized by his biceps and can't rip his eyes away. He's - fuck He's so hot. The temperature feels a 


thousand degrees higher now. 


Dave catches him staring. He leans back into the sofa, arms outstretched, and fixes his eyes on Kirk's lips 


while his own turn up in the corners. 

"You feeling it yet?" Dave asks him. 

"Yeah," Kirk says, which is the understatement of the century. He smacks his mouth, feeling like he has to 

do something with it, anything to warrant the way Dave's looking at him. His brain is fuzzing with glee and going 
a mile a minute. He's positively aglow 

He wants to lean in. And just like he expected, he has a sudden need to touch, explore, say all sorts of things 
he's had buried for way too long, but he doesn't want to do that here in front of all these other people. He's 
been left with at least enough brain cells to know that. 

Dave is still gazing at him, comfortable with the quiet between them, but Kirk's mouth wants to move. Funnily 


enough, small talk - one of his major sticking points in everyday life - comes easily to him now, one nice side- 
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effect of Ecstasy. 
"Did you really visit Lars in New York?" he asks. 


"What?" 


"Earlier to James you said." 
"Oh, that" Dave ‘hmphs' a laugh and shakes his head. "No, | just say shit to James.” 
"You like to fuck with him, huh." 


"It isn't quite that sinister. | was only having some fun with him and his uh, straight-laced sensibilities." They 
both look over at James who is drinking whiskey directly out of the bottle and laugh at the dichotomy between 


the visual and Dave's verbal assessment of James’ disposition. 

"He does like a drink," Dave says, "but he's not so open to other uh.. things." 

Kirk detects an alternate meaning behind the way Dave says ‘things’, as though he is referring to something 
broader than substances. He hasn't forgotten the high school-era rumors about the two of them, especially 
since Jason brought it up again, and he wants to push the envelope. See if he can tease out some details. 

"I thought | sensed a little bit of a rivalry thing going on. What's with that?" 

He chuckles softly. "Eh, | dunno, my ex said we were getting too old to act like that, but | get a kick out of 
messing with him. | mean, you probably remember, yeah? It's been this way since we were kids. People always 
either compared us or were lumping us together and it morphed from there. Guess we just enjoy antagonizing 
each other. He's still one of my best friends. It's just how we are" He makes little punching motions in the air. 


"Competitive." 


Kirk wants to ask if the dick-measuring rumor was real, but he holds his tongue. It doesn't keep him from 
wondering how they stacked up, though. 


If anyone sitting around them was in their right mind, Kirk thinks they would probably notice that he is inching 
closer and closer to Dave. He gets his face as near as he can without it being obviously weird. But then what 
he says, the way he says it, actually kind of weird, or would be if they weren't both starting to roll. 

"Time has been kind to you, Dave." 

"Hm." Dave tugs some loose strands behind his ears. "I've been thinking about saying the same thing to you." 
"Thanks." He would be blushing if he wasn't already flushed from the heat. 


Dave reaches out a hand toward Kirk's chin but checks himself and drops it. "Did you have your lip pierced?" 


Dave noticed that? He had to be looking closely to see it. Kirk fingers the small scar where his labret piercing 
has healed over. "Yeah, and I'd still have it if work wasn't so strict about that type of stuff” 


"What do you do for work? You still haven't told me." 

"l, um, | repair printers. Travel around to different businesses when something breaks down. Usually it's just a 
matter of turning things off and then back on again" He knows it's not much. Even though the rest of them 
aren't necessarily bringing in the big bucks like Jason is, James, Cliff, and Dave have all followed their passions, 
and there's dignity in that. But what's Kirk doing? A dead-end job. 

Dave laughs. "People are idiots." 

"Yeah." Dave doesn't give two shits that Kirk's job isn't anything to write home about. Kirk can tell. It pleases 
him. "Anyway, they have a fucking dress code at my company and a spike coming out of my face wasn't gonna 
fly." 

"A spike, huh? Not something | would have expected from the Kirk | used to know." 


"You ‘used to know'? | wasn't sure if you even remembered that | existed" A shrill laugh escapes his throat. 


Pulling one leg up on the cushions so they are face to face, Dave mirrors Kirk's body. Their forearms along 


the back of the couch skate against each other each time they move. 


Dave purses his lips then flicks his tongue into the corner of his mouth, considering his words before speaking 
them aloud. "Missed connections’. You know, that toast was meant for you. | think | was laying it 


on pretty thick." 
"Ahh." Kirk motions with a hand over his head as he says, "Whoosh!" 


Dave smirks. He bends his elbow, covers his mouth with the heel of his hand, and looks away, but Kirk can see 
by the crinkly corners of his eyes that he's hiding a grin underneath his palm. 


‘Let me tell you something.” 
"Kay." 
"Do you remember that championship baseball game?" 


Kirk racks his brain, looking for the memory. It seems dimly familiar, but not enough to differentiate it from 
episodes of TV shows he's seen, dreams he's had, and the like. He shakes his head. 


"All right, well, it had to be the hottest day of our senior year. We were in the semis for the state title and | 
think like, the whole school - fuck, the whole fown - showed up. It was the only time | ever saw you at a 


game." 


The story sounds like it's being told about someone else. He kind of can't believe he's forgotten whatever this 


was, this moment Dave is unloading on him like he's been supporting the weight of it for too long a time. 


"And, all right, so l'm on the mound and - idiot - Cliff, who knows jack shit about baseball, mind you, yells out 
my name right before I'm about to throw a pitch and gives me the goofiest fucking face I've ever seen in my 


life. You know the one." Dave rolls his eyes up into his head, opening his mouth in a ghoulish, silent scream. 
Though Dave's attempt at mimicry leaves much to be desired, Kirk recognizes the classic Cliff mug and grins. 
He goes on. "And there you are sitting next to him and you are just staring daggers at me, glowering like it was 
my fault you got dragged to the game. 

"When | tell you that it felt like a swift kick to the nuts to see you there and know you would rather be 
anywhere else, l'm not exaggerating. It hurt. The crowd was so big and you'd think l'd've been intimidated by 
that, but, no. The thing that got to me was you. 

"And then, of course, | fucked it up. | pitched terribly. We lost the game." 


Kirk's emotions are practically rioting. He has questions, but he thinks maybe Dave's already answered them in 
his own way. The thing that got to me was you Dave cared that he was there? Wait, is he supposed to feel 
guilty about this? This thing he doesn't even remember? 

"Wow, l.. had no idea" He thinks that about sums it up. 

| guess | thought maybe you'd figured me out and that it - that / disgusted you. Fuck, | dunno. | was such an 
embarrassment after that. The guy who choked. Took me a while to get over it. And then you stopped coming 
to our band practices, too, so | thought..." 

“Figured you out..?" 


"Well, you caught me staring at you so many times | just thought eventually you'd put two and two together." 


"You barely talked to me! And you usually looked at me like you wanted to push me into traffic." Kirk is 
flabbergasted. "How was | supposed to pick up on any of that?" 


"I felt like it was pretty obvious since | was always too shy to talk to you but | ran my mouth with everyone 


else." 
Kirk is living in a dream. "You! Shy!" He feels like he's shouting. 
He looks around at the rest of the people there. Jason's getting his head massaged by a woman Kirk thinks he 


recognizes from the yearbook, standing over the back of the couch. There's a big, glittering ring on her finger, 
but no husband in sight. Kirk's not going to judge. James is asleep on his propped hand, his head tipping forward 


and back, too tired to get up and find somewhere to lie down Marty and Nick are caught up in their own thing. 
No one's paying any attention to them, for which he is thankful. 


"Yeah, well" Dave's eyes smolder at him. "Not feeling so shy right now." 


There is still that one specific thing neither of them are saying. And maybe it's a stupid thing to do but, fuck 


it, when is he ever going to see Dave again? 

The come-up is intensifying now. "I have a secret," Kirk says. 

"Tell me." 

"You might not like it." 

"You might find yourself surprised about the things | do and do not like, Kirk" 


The eye contact is so intense it feels like it's going to burn him alive when he says, voice gravel-low, "I spent a 


lot of time staring at you, too. If you know what | mean" 


Dave's hand comes up again like he wants to reach out and touch him, but instead, he brushes the side of his 
own face with the backs of his fingers. "I wondered," he says. 


"You wondered what?" 

"| wondered if, you know, you were.." 

The lines are impossible not to read between. 

Kirk takes a breath and guesses this must be what it feels like to step out of a moving airplane. "I am." 
Dave's eyes narrow and for a second he looks positively victorious. Kirk swears he sees flames dancing in the 
hazel-brown ring around his pupils, but it must just be a trick of the light. Dave takes a big sip of his 
champagne flute that has been magically refilled by that spritely vision that is Lars in his element, and as he 
sets the glass down, his expression changes to a knowing smile. 

"What?" Kirk asks, his stomach still in freefall. "What's that face for?" 

"Maybe what | should say isn't that | wondered, so much as that | hoped" 

Kirk's heart stops pounding so loudly in his ears. Dave sure took his time in unfurling Kirk's parachute, but now 


that he has, a view sprawls out before him, taking on shape and definition, the world opening up for him in a 


way he's never seen. 


Lightning shoots across the foot of space that's left between them and Dave's bare forearm is now pressed 
meaningfully against his own. The roll is kicking in pretty hard, but its not like he's hallucinating. This is real. 


He needs to get Dave alone, wants to let loose without having to consider how his actions might be viewed by 


other random party guests. 

To do that, he has to be coy. "Are you staying at your mom's?" he asks. 
"No, she moved. | have a room here." 

Jackpot Kirk maintains a neutral expression. 


"Why.. did you.. have something particular in mind?" His fingers are drumming again, but this time he's tapping 
out the beat into the soft skin inside Kirk's elbow crease. It's strangely erotic. 


"Shit! 
"What?" 


"It would be-!" Kirk lowers his voice. "It would be nice to talk, just one on one." A euphemism if there ever was 


one. "That's all." 
"C'mon," Dave says, standing up. "Lets go check out the balcony." 
A couple of folks pass them heading in as they go out. They're alone. 


The top floor is high off the ground. They're both out on a limb here, the weight of which, if it snaps, could 
crush them beneath it, unexpressed desires and high-riding emotions splintering out like broken twigs amongst 
the fractured branches. Despite this, it isn't as scary as Kirk would have imagined it to be, though even in his 
wildest fantasies the idea of Dave reciprocating his lust, and especially his pining, was off the table. 


The moment is ripe with anticipation, expectation. The drugs have worn down his inhibitions and he feels like 


he's about to unload some real talk - and it doesn't even seem like a bad idea. 

"| always wondered about you," Dave says to Kirk again, ponderously, as though he's still processing it all 

"Ha. You mentioned. | wondered about you, too, ya know." He's bouncing up on the balls of his feet, rocking back 
on his heels, the energy forcing its way out of him. He almost bites back the question, but his mouth takes 
over and blurts out the words before he can find a more artful way to broach the topic: "So, did you and 


James ever? Ya know." 


"No," Dave breathes. 


"But the rumors...” 


"All untrue. James never knew. Still doesn't, at least, | don't think so. I've never brought up my.. persuasion to 


him and truth be told, | don't think he'd be amenable to the information." 
"You said you guys are close, though." 
"Close as you can be when you live five hundred miles apart" 


"/ would walk five hundred miles and I-EE would walk five hundred more." Kirk sings. He's so fucking giddy that he 


can't contain it. Hs Dave's turn to laugh. 
"You're a character, aren't you?" 


It sounds like he means it as a compliment. Kirk decides to take it that way and shrugs, a rueful smile playing 
on his lips. "Wonder how that rumor got started to begin with," he muses. 


Shaking his head, Dave takes a stab at reasoning it out. "Probably someone noticed me looking a little too long in 
the showers. Or thought it was suspicious about how mad I'd get when guys touched me without asking.’ 


Its easy to sympathize, and Kirk's expression turns to a frown. He worried about the same things. He just 
wishes he'd known Dave went through it all, too. Thinks about how much easier high school might've been if 
he'd had someone to confide in. 

Dave continues, his eyes settling on the scene through the glass door. "James was, | suppose, the most 
reasonable candidate since we did everything else together, so it makes sense to assume we'd be fooling 
around, if | were to have fooled around with anyone. To a person on the outside, at least.” He clenches his 
teeth together, and Kirk recognizes it as an effect of the drugs. His jaw feels funny, too. "That stuff about me 
was flying around before | even admitted it to myself 


"I honestly didn't know if you.. knew. What people said." 


"You don't think I'd be especially careful about that stuff? | ran as much interference as | could. Fuck, | mean, | 
think | slept with half the chicks that are in that room right now and it wasn't always because | wanted to." 


"You keep saying you wondered about me." 
Dave nods. 
"So. Why, though? Why didn't you ever say anything? To me?" 


"You know why." 


"Scared l'd kick your ass, obviously." He makes a joke out of it. 

"Yes, Kirk, that is absolutely, definitely, exactly what | was afraid of. Your skinny ass handing me mine." 

"Jerk" Kirk smiles when he says it. He's flirting and he can't help but press his fingers into Dave's arm. If 
anyone is looking outside they'll be able to clock Kirk's body language in a second, but he just feels so good. He 
can't turn it off. Dave's leaning with his back against the rail, his legs parted enough that Kirk could shove his 
way in between them if he dared. He takes a step closer. 


"Can | ask you something?" 


Dave splays his fingers out, palms facing the sky. "We're already getting pretty personal here, so | can't see 
what the harm would be." 


"Well - there's two things." 

"Spit it out." 

"Remember that time by the reservoir." 

"Oh god, | hoped you'd forgotten that" Dave covers his eyes and throws his head back in mock disgrace. 
"Well, | had, but then when | saw you tonight it all came rushing back at me and | -" 


"Not one of my best moments," he cuts in like if he talks fast enough maybe he can put a stop to this line of 


questioning. 


Kirk doesn't let him off that easy. "Okay, then it was weird! What the hell were you doing? And don't tell me 
you thought those clothes were Marty's." 


I'd really rather not tell you." 

"You just said you would." 

"Some things are better left as a mystery. l'm serious." 

Kirk pushes the issue, his confidence buoyed by the drugs. "I can handle it. I'm a big boy." 
Dave's voice is small and Kirk can barely hear him when he says it: "I just wanted a whiff” 


"Oh!" His mouth is so agape, wind echoes through its cavernous depths. His jaw is going to fall off. "Oh, okaay, 
then" 


| told you you didn't want to know." 

Kirk is giggling. 

"Dammit, why did you have to ask?" Dave whines. 

"Well then, why the shitty look? | have a distinct memory of getting the stink-eye from you." 


"| don't quite remember that part of it, but | assume it was my genius defense against getting caught red- 


handed." 

"You were kind of a pervert, huh." His eyes are wide and his mischievous smile couldn't possibly be dampened 
by anything right now. He can hear in his voice how horny it sounds when he says it. He closes the distance 
between them by another half a step. 

"If you only knew, my friend.” 


"Imagine if I'd caught you sniffing my underwear." So horny. The words are dripping. Kirk is getting closer. 


Dave swallows. He, at least, remembers where they are and straightens a bit, aware they can be seen. He 


glances around Kirk and turns to face the outside. Kirk steps up beside him alongside the railing. 

"Can't get too carried away here, now can we?" Dave shifts the hem of his shirt with one self-conscious hand. 
Presses the ball of his foot against the inner wall of the balcony, the leather of his shoe creasing. "So, what 
was the second thing?" 

"Why'd you get divorced?" 

Dave rocks his head to the side and lifts an eyebrow. "I don't know, do | have to spell it out for you?" 

"You're gay?" 

"He's a genius, folks," Dave teases, addressing a fake audience. "Watch out for this guy" 

"But. you got married anyway?" 

"Yeah. | mean, | loved my wife. I've been with men and women, both, and she might not have been bothered by 
that fact if ever worked up the courage to tell her. But | was afraid to. So | did the reasonable thing and went 


out on her." 


He senses Dave's sarcasm is a defense he's so used to using it has become second nature at this point, but 


he sees something breaking down in Dave's face. 


"She caught me, though." 
"What do you mean, ‘caught? Like, did she find you in bed with someone?" 


"She found out | had a separate credit card and looked at the statement. Became pretty clear to her that | 
wasn't coming home late all those times for work reasons." He bites his lip. His eyes are intense like he's 
searching out something in Kirk's face. A little wild, a little desperate, like Kirk is going to walk now that he's 
admitted to his indiscretion. 


"You dog." 
"Yeah, | know." 


Kirk isn't judging him, though. Maybe were the situation different he would feel otherwise, but right now 
everything is fine. Beautiful. All sins forgivable. 


"You must have had your reasons.” 


"There's no excuse.” He folds his arms over one another on the railing and leans into them. "Funny. This is the 


first time I've talked about it without wanting to die of shame." 
"The beauty of Ecstasy.” 
“That's right. That, and you wore me down with that first question" Dave cocks his head to the side. 


He can't help but smile in return. He's struggling to contain the feeling inside himself that wants to run wild 
and at the same time wants to burrow into a soft, fuzzy blanket and roll around. He needs something to do 


with his hands, at the very least. He starts moving away from Dave, back toward the indoors. 
"Hey, I'm gonna go grab another drink. What do you want?" 
"Don't care. Don't need anything," Dave says, following at his heels. 


Kirk is about to step across the threshold, but before he can do that, Dave tucks into the space beside the 
sliding glass door and tugs Kirk's wrist toward him. It's a two-foot-by-two-foot column of darkness and 
there's nowhere to go except to thread his body in with Dave's. 


For an electric instant they stare at each other, eyes barely adjusted to the darkness. Then his hand moves of 
its own accord. It glides up the side of Dave's face, into his hair, and, oh shif, its softer than he expected. Dave 
purrs into the touch. Kirk's fingers trail along the side of his head into the waves loosely contained by the 


elastic tie. 


"Dave," he whispers, finding himself short of words, short of coherent thought. He's so hungry for touch that 


simply holding each other won't be enough. He needs more. 


Dave moves so that his lips are right in front of Kirk's eyes as he asks, "What would you do if | kissed you 
right now?" 


Between the darkness and E, he's all pupil, the depths of which threaten to swallow Kirk whole. 


"l." he says, but finds he doesn't possess the words to express what he wants. Instead, he uses the hand in 
Dave's hair to pull their lips to meet. 


And, oh god, it's indescribable, He thinks he might simply pass away. The heat and lush texture of Dave's mouth 
pressing onto his own is.. Well.. If this is what is meant by ‘kiss of death’, then by all means, he is happy to 
resign to it. 


The heady spin of the mood enhancer is creating a world within each sensation that he could spend a lifetime 


inside. Dave is softly kissing his lips, sucking just gently, the feel of it, divine. 


Kirk slides his tongue into Dave's mouth and leans his weight on him, the palms of his hands against his chest, 
fastening him to the wall. The purring sound Dave made before feels like a deep rumble now, resonating 


through Kirk. 


He needs to be on Dave right now, his entire body calling out for connection. He pushes in deeper with the flat 
of his tongue and moves his hands up to his shoulders as he folds himself into the curves and angles of Dave, 
trying to get as much contact as he can. Where their bodies touch, Kirk feels the energy flow, but its not 
enough. He wants to wrap around him and be wrapped up by him, climb inside, stroke all of his skin until the 
feelings overwhelm him. Intense desire cascades up his back like a shockwave, the force of it snapping his neck 


away from Dave's face to look at him again. 
Dave appears ravished already, and nothing's even begun. "Tell me you want this," he says. 


His hand wraps around Kirk's wrist again, and he looks down at his palm, traces lines through it, across his 
fingers. Kirk is confused. How is it not obvious that he is into this? 


Dave looks up from their hands with a vulnerability that goes straight to Kirk's heart. "Since the divorce, I've 
been.. well, let's just say it took a toll on me and | haven't been, uh, dating. Don't feel like fucking up and 
regretting tonight. Tell me if you want me. | just need to hear it" 


| want you." Kirk gulps back emotion "You would not even believe how much." 


Dave's hand drifts down his back, gets to his hip, and squeezes. 


Kirk feels like they're holding onto the launch pad, waiting for liftoff. The action force is in play. There's enough 
propellant. Something is starting to burn. Dave's eyes are two black holes sucking him in with a promise that 
the unknown space beyond is worth crossing the event horizon to experience. 


"502," Dave says, and there's the thrust. Gravity is no match for whatever will happen in that hotel room. 


He moves away from the wall, stepping aside to detach from Kirk's grasp. "Give me a head start and meet me 


down there in a few." 


Kirk watches from the safety of the balcony as Dave makes his way past the little pod of couches to grab his 


white button-up and disappears from view. 


His departure unravels Kirk. He suddenly has a missing thread, and the desire to get it back urges him to give 


chase. Yet, he restrains himself. To mend, he needs Dave. And in order to have him, he must wait. 

There's a heaviness to the atmosphere, the sense that each molecule is more water than air. Kirk leans the 
top half of himself over the edge of the balcony peering out and down in darkness, into forest, into eternity. A 
moth dances in front of him, silver dust trailing from its wings beneath the light of the moon 

He turns and takes stock of the scene in the suite. It's only half past midnight, but it might as well be three 
am, with the way half the folks are nodding off and the other half flying high. Lars arrives by his side to ask 
how he's feeling. Great, Kirk tells him, and explains he's on his way out. Lars bear-hugs him and tells him he's 


welcome at his home any time he makes it to New York. 


Kirk finds Cliff wide-eyed and smiling by the wet bar with an ice cube in his hand. Jason and Nick hang on each 


other, engrossed in watching it melt. 

"Hey." Kirk watches all six eyes turn to him, pupils blown wide. 
"Kirk" Cliff is still smiling. 

"Buddy," Jason says. "Check this out" 

"Acid, huh." Kirk knows the tells. 

"Yeahhh." 


Emotions flood him like a wave. He loves Cliff. He loves Jason. He wants to tell them that - wants to tell them 
they're the best friends he could have ever wished for, but instead he just hugs each one. 


"| won't need that ride," he tells Cliff, and leaves them to the magic of the changing states of matter. 


He steps out into the blinding light of the hallway and it's nearly enough to sober him up. Kirk sees the hanging 
sign halfway down the hall, arrow pointing one way to the elevator. Another pointing the other way. 


Stairs. 


A spurt of crazed excitement shoots through him, sending him at a run down the hall and down the few 
flights to the fifth floor where he collects himself before calmly walking toward the opposite end of the 


corridor. 
Room 502 is tucked around the angle of the wall. A big corner room. 


An insecure part of Kirk is suddenly doubtful. Dave seducing him back to his room seems like a break from 
reality, like any second here Kirk might come back down to planet Earth and realize he's dreaming it all. But he 
doesn't have time to worry over it because his pesky hand, with a mind of its own, overrides that feeling and 


starts knocking, knocking on the door. 


Human Touch 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 4 gets down and dirty, folks! Just a heads up since | know the previous three chapters have been 
relatively tame. Enjoy :) 


Tell me in a world without pity 

Do you think what Im askings too much? 
Í just want something to hold on to 

And a little of that human touch 


Bruce Springsteen - Human Touch 


Kirk hardly has to wait at all 


A faint waft of cologne is the first thing he notices when the door swings wide. Dave has shrugged back into 
his button-up and the draft from the door flutters it open like he's the hero on the cover of a romance novel. 
Kirk wants to throw himself into Dave's arms like the distressed damsel counterpart, but he keeps his shit 
together. It occurs to him that Dave must have freshened up for him, and, bolstered by that fact, any doubts 
he had are left out in the hall. 


He steps far enough over the threshold that the door can shut behind him. Dave reaches past him to throw 
the deadbolt. 


"Hi," he says, simply. 

"Hey." 

"Are you thirsty? Im so thirsty," Dave says all in one breath, and Kirk nods, acutely aware of how hot and 
dry his mouth feels from the Ecstasy. Dave has a shit-eating grin plastered across his face and Kirk looks at 


his teeth, bleach-strip-white, slightly crooked, his square jaw clenching them together. 


He drags Kirk over to the mini fridge and removes two bottles of water and a magnum of champagne that's 


already sweating. 


"Nabbed it from upstairs" Dave explains. With a pop and a boom, the cork ricochets off the ceiling making 
them laugh in surprise before they start to take swigs straight out of it, passing the oversized bottle back 
and forth. 


Kirk still feels dehydrated and the champagne isn't wetting his whistle the way he craves. He uncaps a water 
bottle and chugs it. Drains it: 


"Oh fuck," Dave says, like he's just remembered water exists, and follows Kirk's example. 


"God, | feel crazy. Amazing and crazy and -" Kirk steps into Dave's personal space again Brushes his fingertips 
along his hand. I's warm, dry, strong. Dave shudders at the touch. 


"Yeah," he agrees. "Almost forgot how it lights your whole body up." He entwines his fingers with Kirk's and 
rubs his thumb into the center of his palm. 


Its brighter in here than it was in Lars’ suite, but not by much. Even so, details pop out at him in stark, 


drug-induced clarity. 


The recessed lighting is on a dimmer that's pushed most of the way down. A suitcase is in the corner, the 
zipper open; empty. Two pairs of sneakers and a set of dress shoes - the ones Dave had on not ten minutes 
ago - are neatly laid beside it. The bed has a tackily ornate frame. Above the headboard, a poster-shiny 
Rothko reprint mocks it in its simplicity, outsized for the space. The room is big, and though nowhere near as 
tastefully decorated as the penthouse suite, it's doing its best to look the part of a room in a swanky resort. 


Up close, Kirk can see the effects the Arizona sun has had on Dave's face - the creases in the corners of his 
eyes, the thin lines beginning around his mouth. It seems to Kirk that he is looking directly into time itself. A 
feeling swells inside him, pushing at his chest, looking for ways to escape. It makes him want to jump for joy 
and sob and celebrate the sheer improbability of life on Earth. On a grand scale, twenty years is so short, but 
in human terms, it's a whole generation, a season of life. He can't help but imagine what twenty more years 


will do to Dave. What twenty more years will do to himself. 


From out of the depths of his time trip, a fissure opens when Dave's hand creeps its way up his arm, and 
Kirk's libido peeks through the crack. It assesses Dave's face in its own way. The hint of wrinkles, a history 
written in fine lines, makes him all the more handsome, Kirk thinks. He wants to trace each one; wants to know 


the texture of Dave's skin under his fingertips. 


He stumbles fully back into reality to wonder what Dave is thinking about him; if he's clocked the greys in his 
goatee. There aren't many, but against black, they're hard to miss - though with the way Dave is staring at 
his mouth, Kirk doesn't think he minds. 


Kirk inches toward Dave's face with his own; tilts his chin up until their lips meet. The soft ‘smack’ noise it 
makes when they part and come together again is music to his ears. He opens his mouth and deepens the kiss 


almost immediately because, really, what are they waiting for? and Dave responds in kind, clutching Kirk to him 


with a hand against the small of his back. They teeter in the middle of the room, furiously kissing with nothing 
to lean against, nothing to absorb the intensity, the pressure. With effort, Kirk detaches himself, takes another 
drink of the champagne, and climbs onto the big bed. 


"C'mere," he beckons, his voice low and sultry, his legs falling open. 


His mouth is swallowed up as Dave chases him, licks between his parted lips, slips a leg between his. Fingers 
tangle in his hair, tug. Kirk wants to claw into his back, dig into every inch of skin with his teeth, nails. It's 


messy and primal, their actions unexamined, affectionate. 


Kirk reaches down Dave's body, stroking the long lines of him through his clothes. He pushes the open shirt 
down his broad back, peels it off his arms. 


The details Just. Wow. He focuses on things that he would've passed over were he sober. The cling of his own 
shirt against his skin The beads of sweat on Dave's upper lip. The veins in his forearms, the bones in his 


wrists. 


He presses the palms of their hands together to get the measure of them and Dave curls the very tips of 
his fingers over the top of Kirk's. 


Kirk's hands aren't small. Dave's are bigger. 


The twist in his gut comes back, the same one he got when Dave tipped the champagne into his mouth, but 
the intensity of it is tenfold what it was before. 


With one finger, he traces a prominent vein from Dave's inner shoulder all the way down to his elbow along his 
porcelain bicep. He slides both hands over the swale of his lower back and up over his ass. Feels the powerful 


muscles of his thighs under the cool, sleek material of his slacks. 


Dave's mouth is warm, wet, moving from his lips to his jaw, to his neck, back to his lips. His free hand slips 
from Kirk's hair to wrap around his neck where he's kissing him, his fingers gripping and releasing, his thumb 
in the hollow of his throat. Kirk feels every sensation like it's his first time. Each texture he explores with a 
new sense of wonder. The heat of Dave's body emanating through the fabric of his clothes is heavenly. 


When he closes his eyes, his world smells like champagne and cologne and clean sweat. Light stubble grazes 
against his cheeks as he pushes up Dave's neck to lick at his earlobe, his tongue sliding past the gold ring to 
his tender skin Despite all this, he's disturbed by what has become a distinct lack of downstairs activity. 

Oh Right. 


He forgot about that side-effect. 


Kirk is only operating at about a half-chub. It occurs to him that it never became an issue when he was 
clubbing becouse he would dance until dawn. Didn't need to use his dick for much. But now, way too late to do 
anything about it, he remembers his friends lamenting their limp-dicked attempts at escapades in the 
bathroom, and he could kick himself for forgetting about what now seems like a crucial element to this whole 


hook-up. 


Maybe Dave won't mind. Chances are, Dave's got the same problem, even though Kirk hasn't exactly gotten the 
lay of the land yet in that respect. He's been drawing it out, enraptured by minutiae. Foreplay has never been 
so good. 


So what if they don't get beyond that? Kirk could spend the whole night rubbing Dave's body and be happy 


with it. He momentarily puts aside the worry to focus on how fucking, ridiculously amazing he feels. 


Dave runs his fingers tenderly down the side of Kirk's face like a long-time lover, and Kirk opens his eyes; 
breaks the kiss they're sharing. Dave pulls back, his lips red and puffy from friction, a spit string following him 
away, and Kirk is reminded of a cherry pie, cut open, the contents bleeding out onto the dish. He laughs at the 
cliche and then finds he cannot stop laughing. 


"What," Dave smiles. 


He can't get a handle on himself. Everything is making him want to laugh. The whole scenario. His adolescent 
dream become reality. Dave liked him - /kes him. Wants him. Is on fucking fop of him. The sheer absurdity of 


it is beyond sense. 


"This is crazy," he says for the second time tonight. "I can't believe we're here. You're here and real and 
touching me. It seems like a fucking fever dream." His blatant honesty can't be helped. The filter is somewhere 


back in Lars' suite. 
"It does, doesn't it?" Dave strokes his face again. 


Kirk's fingers graze along Dave's lips, falling into the dip under his nose. He gets hyper-focused on that one 
spot for a minute. That little divot on his upper lip - so pretty. He pulls out of the spiral for a second to 
glance into Dave's eyes and sees he's just as gone as Kirk, his fingers threading through Kirk's curls, over and 


over. 


Kirk's fingertips wend their way around Dave's mouth to the underside. They study the way his lip pouts, 
curves under, the deep crease where his chin nearly meets it. How incredible to have a body, he thinks. A face. 


Fingers, and eyes to experience it all through. 


Dave is right there with him, peaking hard. "Your eyes are the most beautiful shape," he tells Kirk. "And the 
way your skin glows. Radiant. You're." His whisper trails off, but the words have already done their part to 


infiltrate Kirk's very soul. He's buoyed up with an overwhelming sense of joy. 


It's definitely the drugs doing this to them and that's fine, because he's getting what he always wanted. And 


its not like he's in love with Dave or something. It's all borrowed time, anyway. 

He slides his hands over Dave's thin pants again. Thinks about him running all those years ago. 

"If my eighteen-year-old self could only see me now, | think he'd shit a brick," Kirk thinks aloud. 

"If my eighteen-year-old self saw this, he would nut a brick" 

Uncontrollable laughter escapes his lips again at that turn of phrase which really wasn't that funny, but the 
oddity of it strikes him just right. And its then, as he curls in laughter under Dave, that his thigh brushes 
against something. 

Not a knee. Not a hip bone. 


He realizes the E hasn't had quite the same effect on Dave that its having on him. 


Kirk tests it out. Moves his thigh again, this time making no mistake as to the fact that he's pressing against 
a cock, hard and hot as a stick of dynamite. 


His movements are rewarded with a pinched exhale. "Kirk." 


The breathy sound kicks the pleasure center of Kirk's brain and he moves again, coaxing out another sigh. 
Damn, he's rock solid. Kirk is seriously impressed. And seriously flattered. Still, he makes a joke out of it. 


"Those pants don't leave much to the imagination, do they?" 


Dave hesitates like he isn't sure how to take Kirk's meaning like maybe Kirk is only here to make out and wants 
him to back off. Which is, of course, ridiculous, but who knows? He's not inside Dave's head. 


To ease his worry, he wraps his arms all the way around Dave's back and massages his neck on both sides. 


Kisses him under the chin 

"Guess | ought to mention that... l'm not." Kirk moves one hand off to gesture at his own crotch. Figures Dave 
will understand. "It's not you, it's, you know, the pill. But you're a damn unicorn or something. | mean, how are 
you... doing this?" 

"Just lucky with the uppers. Too much booze though, and it's like flinging a wet noodle around down there." 


Kirk laughs. 


"Do you still want to -" 


Dave's sentence is cut short because Kirk has cupped his dick and is squeezing. He doesn't do it too tightly - 
just enough that Dave gets the picture. Its hot in his hand, and it twitches insistently against his fingers. Fuck. 
He wants to get it in his mouth. 


"Yes," he whispers close to Dave's ear. 


"Probably won't be able to come, though," Dave manages to say as Kirk relinquishes his grip. "At least not any 


time soon." 
"Whatever. Me neither. | don't care, do you?" 
"No." 


"Just touching you is basically orgasmic on its own" And the reverse is also true - the sensation from simply 
having his shoulder touched borders on euphoria. 


"Tell me about it” Dave closes his eyes and curls into the neck rub like a big cat. 


Kirk rolls them to the side and gets his hand into Dave's hair. Tugs out the ponytail holder. He toys with the 


waves, arranges them along the side of Dave's face, marveling at the colors. 


Its hard to choose a point of focus. Kirk stares into Dave's starry eyes, licks the thumb Dave's running back 
and forth across his bottom lip, sucks it into his mouth. He seems to like that, so he does it more, and Dave 
involuntarily humps his leg, which makes him want to laugh again 


His face hurts from smiling. 


Dave moves his hands to Kirk's top button and releases it. Releases the next one. Kirk keeps rubbing Dave's 
hair, his scalp, feeling the silkiness of the layers framing his face, the fuzziness of the curls at the base of 
his neck. 


His arms are pulled away briefly as Dave relieves him of his shirt and the air catches the sheen of sweat 
that's built up from the constant motion and the closeness of their bodies. Goosebumps rise on his skin and 
just as quickly flatten out again. Dave pushes him onto his back, traces his hands over his torso. Runs fingers 
over his nipples, up into his armpits and down along his ribcage. The submissive position he's in has his heart 
racing. 


Then Dave is tugging at the waist of his pants. Kirk is pretty sweaty, though. The black leather hugs his legs 
and Dave has to peel them off by flipping them inside out as he goes. Once they're discarded onto the floor, 
Dave pushes his knees up and leans his weight against him like he's testing his flexibility. A thrill goes through 
Kirk as he imagines what Dave's thinking. 


He stretches one of Kirk's legs out and strokes from his inner ankle all the way to his inner thigh and goes 
back again, his fingers skipping along, catching on the dampness of his skin. His hands linger on the delicate 
softness of his leg crease, fingertips sneaking inside his underwear. The sensation has Kirk on cloud nine. 

Every touch from Dave, every slip of his fingers against his skin further deepens what has gone beyond 
desire. Its a spiritual hunger now, a need to give to, and take from each other, everything that they have. Kirk 


shoves the blankets away from underneath him, trying to get to the sheets, wanting to feel the clean coolness 
of them against his back. 


Along Dave's collarbone, he tenderly runs his lips. Moves them up the long muscle on the side of his neck to 
the hinge of his jaw. He becomes temporarily obsessed with this feeling. Nips along his jawline. His lips are like 


two live wires responding to the current of Dave's skin. 


His hands move under the hem of Dave's shirt to find and release the hook-and-button closure of his pants. 
He starts to slide his hand inside but Dave moves back before he can get his mitts on anything exciting. 


"So, this idea keeps cropping up.." Dave says, his tone suggestive. 

"Listening." 

"Have you ever taken a shower while rolling?" 

"No. Never had the opportunity." 

| want to get in it. The shower. With you." 

Kirk feels pretty gross. His nervous sweats from earlier in the night soured his skin, and wearing leather pants 
in heat has had a similar effect to taping a black trash bag to his body and running around. He could do with 
some freshening up. 

"Let's go," he says. 


"Alright, get excited" 


The shower is a walk-in with tiled walls and a square, central shower head that pours out like a hard rain 


when Dave turns the handle. Jason was right about this place. Definitely upscale. 
Kirk strips his underwear off while Dave watches, practically salivating, and steps inside. Kirk pulls him in under 
the water with his clothes still partway on, but Dave doesn't appear to care that his shirt and underwear are 


getting soaked. He backs Kirk into a corner, braces his hands on either side of his head, and leans in. 


Their mouths connect again. Magnetic. 


The water steams up the glass door, cocooning Kirk in a hot box of pleasure. He pushes the front of Dave's 


underwear down. 
Pulls his cock out. 


It feels heavy in his hand. Maybe it's because this moment weighs so heavily on his mind - so much has built 
up to this, eons of imagination - that only after he strokes him a few times does he let himself admit that he 


was worried it wouldn't live up to his expectations. 
It does, though. 
Does it, ever. 


This whole thing - the reunion, the afterparty, the hotel room - if he died right now with Dave's warm cock in 
his hand he could say he lived a good life. 


“Take these off," he murmurs into Dave's ear. Dave steps out of his wet boxers. Tosses them aside. He rips 
his shirt up and off so fast, it becomes a blur. Kirk bends to lick along the underside of his pec and up over 
his nipple, catching water droplets on his tongue. He keeps stroking him and soon Dave is moaning into Kirk's 


ear. 
Time becomes meaningless. 
They stay like that, their hands, their mouths, all over each other, long enough that the water starts to cool. 


"You know what would feel so nice?" Dave asks into the top of Kirk's head, detaching himself under the 


lukewarm spray. And because it wasn't really a question, he doesn't wait for a reply before he soaps Kirk up. 


The way his hands glide over Kirk's body has him in a trance in no time. He becomes convinced that nothing 


could compete with the treatment he's getting. 


"This is better than sex," he groans out. He means it, too. His legs are going weak. The supporting wall is doing 
more than its fair share of work in keeping him from sliding to the floor, his fingers clawing at the edges of 
the tile. 


Dave laughs at that, bringing his hands down over Kirk's stomach to flatten over his hips and around his dick, 
just briefly, before he cups his balls and gives them a gentle squeeze. 


Kirk wants to repay the favor. "Let me," he says, and Dave hands him the little travel bottle of body wash. He 
lathers it between his hands, the silkiness of the soap a tactile delight. He places them right into a patch of 
water-darkened chest hair, and slides through. Pearlescent bubbles on Dave's shoulders pop and reconstitute 


when Kirk passes his fingertips over them. 


With a guiding hand, Kirk coaxes Dave around to face the opposite wall. He braces himself as Kirk scrubs his 
back, runs each hand along the prominent, long muscles on either side of his spine. He has more meat on his 
bones than he did in high school. More muscle. More everything. 


Kirk makes his way down. He shivers with pleasure as he sinks his fingers into Dave's ass cheeks, firm and 


strong, with just enough squish. 


Dave's back arches and Kirk wants to spread him, enter him right there, fuck his brains out. Except that he 
literally, physically can't. 


And it's fine. It doesn't matter anyway. Because what he wants - really wants - is to feel every inch of Dave 


inside him. 
They rinse each other clean 
Dave steps out but Kirk holds back. Says, "Give me a second," to take a moment alone. 


Its not like they expressly discussed it yet, but Kirk is prepping for anything and everything. He gives his ass a 
thorough once-over. Dave towels off outside the stall of the glass shower, and though it's foggy, he must 
know what Kirk is doing. It's not like he's new. 


When Kirk steps out, dripping onto the rug, Dave's leering at him open-mouthed, hands hanging on the 
doorframe, those biceps on glorious display once again, and for a second there, Kirk thinks he's about to rush 
in and throw him into the wall. 


Instead, he watches, towel wrapped around his waist as Kirk dries himself, pats his hair. These cotton towels 
are gonna make both their curls frizzy as fuck, he thinks in passing, but what can you do? 


‘Jesus, Mary," Dave says. Kirk gives him an eyebrow in the mirror, and when their eyes connect, the vibration 
inside Kirk's skull is so intense it's almost palpable. 


The few feet they're standing apart feels like a mile, Kirk's off-kilter energy creating feedback with the draw 
from Dave's body. They are like two sides of a magnet set apart, but still close enough together for the pull 
to take effect, encroaching little by little until they slam against each other. Kirk drops his towel in the 
bathroom doorway and backs Dave up to the bed where they fall onto it, hands everywhere, warm and cool at 


the same time. 


Dave kisses him. Pulls away to stare. Does it again. Kirk's every nerve is awake and buzzing as he watches 
Dave gaze at his lips like he's seeing a Michelangelo up close and in person for the first time. Dave's pupils are 
so wide there's barely any hazel to be seen, lost to the black the way his mind is lost to the wonder of the 


experience. 


He's not paying attention to where Dave's hands are, too caught up in the feeling of skin under his own digits, 
when a wandering set of fingers traces through the hair just below his belly button and comes to rest around 


his cock. 


Kirk's still only semi-hard - knows that's not going to change much. But that doesn't make it any less incredible 
to be encased in Dave's big hand. 


He lets him explore for a minute, thumbing at his hip bones, fingers creeping around toward the back. Kirk 
throws a leg over Dave and comes up on his knees in a high straddle. Taking sight of the bulge under the towel 
Dave's still wearing, his mouth starts watering and he unwraps it like he's opening a birthday present. He 


creeps backward until he can bend down to lick the swollen head of his cock. 


Its just a little taste, but it really gets him going. Soon, he's gulping it down like he's starving for it. Dave's 
hands are stroking his head and the back of his neck and - shit - that feels so good he loses concentration on 
the dick in his mouth for a second. 


He remembers himself when he tastes the first of Dave's arousal. He laps the precum up and looks at the slit. 
More oozes out, glistening like a fat raindrop as it rolls down the head and Kirk laps that up too, his pelvic 
floor tensing with want. He presses his tongue just beneath the head, matches the two sides of his tongue up 
with the two lobes of Dave's cock head, and marvels at the beauty of human symmetry before he sucks it 


back into his mouth. 


Kirk loves to suck dick. And he's good at it - he's been praised plenty for his skills. He loves working little 
sounds out of a man, loves the slide of a hard shaft beneath his lips, against his palm, spit-slick. It's almost 
always good, but this is something else. Next level. Like being fed ambrosia while a chorus of angels sings in his 
ears. Every sensation heightened times a hundred. Times a thousand. 


This visual, Dave looking utterly fucked out, will last for eternity in his memory reel. Fuck whatever else it 


takes the place of because remembering this is a necessity. 


Kirk slides his mouth down. Takes him all the way in. It's like his gag reflex has been suppressed, and he's able 
to deep-throat him without much effort. He's got Dave breathing heavily, strangled noises escaping his throat. 
His brows knit together when Kirk changes up his hand position, stroking, pressing, just behind his balls. His 
abdomen goes taut as a bow when Kirk dares to venture further back. 


"No?" Kirk asks around a mouthful of cock 
"Just surprised me is all. Feels good." He moans as Kirk hollows his cheeks. "Fucking good" 
Pressing gently onto Dave's perineum pushes precum into Kirk's mouth. The taste is driving him crazy. He's so 


turned on it's like his skin is vibrating with lust. The peak of the drugs has passed him by and the hold it had 
over his soft dick is loosening which causes him to stiffen up - just a little. The feeling deep in the back of his 


throat makes his eyes water. He thinks about how good it would be to have that stretch in his ass instead of 
his mouth. 


He wants it. He wants it bad. 


"Can we-" he starts, as he pulls his head up, but that wording isn’t quite right. The feeling is more clawing, 


more desperate than a question, so he changes it to a demand. "I need you inside me. Completely inside me." 


Dave's staring through him, glassy, lust-dumb. For a second Kirk isn't sure he heard, but then he bobs his 
head, rolls slowly to his side, and gets up. He's got lube and a condom when he comes back out of the 
bathroom, holding both in one hand, the condom perched between his middle and forefinger like a cigarette. 


He sets them beside the phone and climbs into the bed next to Kirk. They roll back together, the crisp, 
starchy sheet pulled up partway over them. Their bodies slide easily against each other. The feel of clean skin 
on clean skin is too much and not enough all at once. Kirk's mouth finds Dave's neck and he sucks along his 


throat down into the hollow where his collarbones separate. 


With both hands, Dave lays him on his back. He slips down to Kirk's nipple, gives it a soft almost-bite between 
his top teeth and tongue then swirls with the tip before he sucks it. He keeps moving down, down, beneath the 
sheet, which Kirk peels back to get a better look He uses the same soft tongue move on Kirk's dick, swirling it 
around the head a few extra times for good measure and then he's throwing Kirk's legs up high over his 


shoulders, spreading his thighs and doing it again to his ass. 

Kirk arches his back into the sensation without meaning to, and Dave grabs a pillow and shoves it under his 
hips so he can't curve away again. The tongue is back, probing against his tightly puckered hole over and over. 
He lets it go on for a while, his whole world concentrated into that lavish feeling until he's dying for more. He 
grabs the lube, prodding Dave on the shoulder with it. 

"Eager," Dave says with a smile. 

Kirk complies when Dave tells him to lay back again, and he brings his knees up. At first, Dave is staring at his 
own lubed fingers as he slides along Kirk's hole, testing, testing, then pushing in, but he must feel Kirk's eyes 
blazing at him because he looks up. They're captured in heat lightning, resonating on a higher frequency. 


Its overwhelming, the feel of Dave's finger inside him while he's focused so intently on looking at his face. He 


doesn't cry out or gasp too loudly when Dave puts more fingers in, relieving him of that deep ache. 
"Can't wait to get you on my dick," Dave says. 


His skin is having that magnet feeling again and he needs Dave's body on his right now. "C'mon," he says, "l'm 


ready." 


Dave steadies himself and leans forward to kiss him. 


And its fine, it's good, its just that Kirk needs.. he can't quite explain it, but, more. "Can you just lay on top of 
me first?" he asks. "I need to feel you. Wanna get the weight of you." 


"You got a crushing fetish or something?" Dave crinkles his nose cutely as he lowers chest to chest with Kirk. 


"Wait. No. Like this." Kirk slides around so he's face down, flat on his belly. Dave reaches past Kirk's head for 


the condom. 


Its hard to be patient. He suppresses an impulse to squeeze whatever he can grab. He taps at Dave's knees 
behind him, glances out of the corner of his eye to watch him drizzle out more lube. Seconds later, Dave 


molds himself along his back, breathes heavily in his ear, mouthing over the shell of it. 


Dave doesn't ask if he's ready before he lines up. He doesn't have to. He pulls just Kirk's hip at a little tilt, 


moves the pillow under his hips, and nudges between his cheeks. 
"Go slow," Kirk breathes. "| wanna feel it all." 


Dave does go slow. There's the familiar stretch, but the initial sting isn't there. It just feels perfect. Amazing. 
Like Dave is the hand and Kirk is the glove, custom-made, and form-fitting. 


Dave kisses at his neck, barely pressing forward at all. Kirk, in his mind's eye, can see his body opening to 
accommodate Dave, completely relaxed and completely attuned to every minor sensation. The soft moans from 
above him are as musical to his ear as a full orchestra, as a soprano nailing the Ave Maria, and they get 


deeper and headier as Dave sinks in all the way. 


When he bottoms out completely, Kirk's id loses its metaphorical shit. He sees earth, dirt, watches mushrooms 
form, plants grow, bloom, die, decompose, the sun rises and it sets, and he's simply an organism borne of the 
planet, his arms and legs outstretched, each square inch of his bare skin tingling, and it is glory and goodness 
and comfort all wrapped in the scent of freshly washed sheets. He thanks all that is holy for the drug and the 
dick that are doing this beautiful thing to him. 


Even though by now he's getting into the Ecstasy crash phase, he's still not too far off from being as 
whacked out as the guys were back in Lars‘ suite watching an ice cube melt. After a second or two, he gets 


used to the feeling of being so full and comes down off the astral plane. 

On top of him, Dave's not doing much. He's stalled out in Kirk and just breathing 

"You OK back there?" Kirk has enough wherewithal to ask. 

"Absolutely." Dave licks his neck His breath cools the wet spot and Kirk shivers. It's intense and full-body, and 


Dave shivers, too. Through their connection, he can feel his cock throb inside him. He pushes his ass up into 
Dave's hips and shifts. 


"Show me how you like it," Dave says, his mouth next to Kirk's ear, his dick twitching. He slides out a litle. 
Pauses there like he's imprinting the moment in his mind, then he shoves back in. How is Kirk supposed to think 
like this? He tries for words. Moves his hips forward and back until the angle is perfect. 


"Right here," he breathes as his guts go liquid hot. 
He feels Dave roll his hips in a fluid, circular motion. He's got it immediately. "That?" 
Kirk is basically offline already, but he manages to squeak out a "yeah". 


Every movement is delicious. Their skin pressed together, the rhythmic motion, the tight in and out drag. Hell, 
even the soft featheryness of the pillow under him feels good, cradling his abdomen, his dick pushed down 
between his legs. 


The earth itself has shifted, their bodies tectonic plates creating new peaks and valleys with each movement. 
Its a euphoria he's felt before, dancing the night away in a club, but never during sex. He gets caught up in 
the motion - doesn't know how long they've been going like this. Doesn't care. 


The fire in Kirk's chest keeps burning. It's eating up his oxygen and he's getting lightheaded in the most 


luxurious way. 


"It feels too good," Dave says. "I just wanna fuck you forever." Kirk turns his head to the side to peer back at 
Dave. He's watching himself push in and pull out, his tongue partway out of his mouth, licking his lips as he 
does it. Kirk's so sweaty, the sheets are getting damp. 


Dave slows almost to a stop, looking into Kirk's eyes. He repositions his hands to massage Kirk's lower back. It 
feels incredible, the pressure on his back, the pressure inside his ass. He closes his eyes and floats in the 
depths of his delirium, unable to concentrate on any one thing - not trying to. Time bends. 


"| don't want you to stop,” he mumbles, his lips against the sheet. 
"Don't worry.” 


Long, slow thrusts start up again. At some point, he starts to notice a wetness underneath him and realizes 
that he's getting the cum fucked out of him. It's calming, in a way; pleasant, like a massage. He feels it flowing 
out each time Dave strokes past that spot. Knowing he's causing him to spill his load with his dick from the 
inside of him - and he has no choice over the matter - is so hot. He's just /eaking with no self-control like he's 


some sort of animal, which, he guesses, he is. 


He clenches his muscles tight and gets a drawn-out groan in response. His toes are around the backs of Dave's 
ankles and uses the leverage to push up into him, relishing in the sounds Dave's making. He's getting a little 
sore, though. 


"Here -" he hands the bottle of lube that, in the heat of things has rolled up toward his head, back to Dave. 


"More never hurt anyone." 


Even though he asked for it, he's surprised when he feels Dave pull out, like he's suddenly lacking something 
essential to his very existence. Dave's quick with the reapplication so he doesn't have to linger long, grateful 


for the contact when he presses back onto him. 

He's rolled onto his side with a muscular arm around his chest, and Dave curls up behind him like a spoon. It's 
cozy like this, Dave's mouth at his neck, belly against his back, and then his top leg is scooped up and he 
reaches behind himself between their bodies, lining Dave's cock, still rock hard, testing the limits of the 
condom, up with his ass and pushes back onto it. 

At this angle, Dave's pressing right up against his prostate with every stroke and he wants to positively 

sing about it, to harmonize with the satisfied hum Dave is purring into his ear. He looks down at himself, at the 
pillow he's rolled off of, its case soaked through. 

He's drooling onto the forearm that's supporting his head - can't help it. Looks at the prominent veins popping 
out there and the sight of it does something to him, makes him moan, gutturally, or is that from being fucked 


so well? He doesn't know. 


He isn't going to come yet, he realizes, when Dave slows down. His hair is lifted off his neck and Dave's kissing 


his skin, mouthing the top of his shoulder blade, the nook behind his ear. 


Kirk doesn't need to ask why Dave's hitting the brakes. They've been going at it for a long time. They could 
both probably use a little breather. A satisfied sigh escapes Kirk's lips. 


With his nose buried in the curve of Kirk's neck, Dave mumbles, almost inaudibly, "This is how | always liked to 
picture you." 


It's kind of sweet in a dirty way, how he says it, and Kirk's dick manages to make a twitch of interest imagining 
Dave imagining him spread wide around his girth, sweaty, and losing control of his own body. 


"Did it make you want to touch yourself?" 
"Yes," Dave breathes. 

"Did you?" 

"Of course." He throbs inside Kirk, once. 


"Did you think about me when you were fucking cheerleaders?" 


"Oh, God, I-" he breaks off for a second, withdraws partway, slowly. The friction gets Kirk going again and he 
fucks himself back onto Dave's dick. "I did," he says through a pinched grunt. 


Their breathing picks up again as Kirk's cheeks are pulled apart and Dave pushes in in earnest. 


He's about to say something else, but its soon forgotten, and a short “ah, ah, ah" is all he can muster. His 
concentration is collected back into a point, the galaxy of his consciousness, body, and soul, shrunk into a 
singularity located somewhere just inside his ass. Dave moans at him, muffled by his hair. 


The intensity is building, getting closer and closer to a peak and Kirk has to kiss him right then. He rolls toward 
Dave, half on his back, his leg still up over Dave's arm in a gymnastic feat, and sucks his thick bottom lip in 
between his own. 


Dave grabs his hand and it's sensual, tender, at first. But then his interlaced fingers are pushing Kirk's hand up 
by his shoulder while his top leg is still stretched high, and Dave's foot is pressing into his bottom leg, all of 
which together have him forced down into the bed. On a corporeal level Kirk is dimly aware that he's being 
pretzeled into a position that it might be hard to get out of, but - fuck, that's what makes it so good. It's 
psychologically, more than anything else, that he's being pushed toward the edge. 


Dave speeds up, and now he's chasing his orgasm. Kirk can tell. Knows the signs. The knowledge that Dave's 
close sets off a bunch of tripwires in his brain. Like, he's still not going to have one big orgasm, it's just not 
possible - fucking annoying side effect - but he's riding the edge so close, the intensity so strong, that he 
starts to get rolling waves. He clenches around Dave. Looks up into his eyes again. 


What cum he has left dribbles out of him and keeps going, pooling on his belly, dripping onto the sheets. 


That's what gets Dave. The clenching. The spasmodic tightening. He sees it in Dave's face that he's about to, 
his jaw working, eyes boring through Kirk's, seeing maybe everything or maybe nothing at all, and his eyebrows 
knit together for a second, and then he's saying, "I'm gonna -" and goes almost still, though his legs are 
shaking, his hips coming flush with Kirk's ass, just a twitch, a press, deeper still, and then finally a gasping 


breath like a man coming up for air. Then. Electrical blackout. Complete signal loss. 


His whole body relaxes and he falls into the bed like it's a cloud and he's Zeus exhausted from his celestial 
doings. 


They're still holding hands, and Kirk turns to look at Dave's long fingers, perfect nails, skin dotted with freckles. 
Looks at his arm thrown over Kirk's collarbones, and he licks it a little just to see what the downy hairs feel 


like against his tongue. 


Silently they lay, until the arm moves away, down Kirk's body, and Dave runs three fingers through the mess 
he's made on his belly, swirls it into his skin 


"Fuuuuck," Dave breathes into his ear. 


"I thought you said you wouldn't be able to come." 
‘Its worn off enough. That was.. intense. Like pushing an ocean through a pinhole. God, we went for a long time." 
"Yeah." 


Now that they're done, Kirk realizes that his high is almost worn off, too. He's not walking on air like he was a 
couple of hours ago, but he still feels good. Feels clingy, though, like he doesn't want Dave to get up, just wants 
to lay there in the salt-damp sheets until morning. But Dave does roll away, and Kirk feels the loss as bodily 


as though a limb were severed from his person. 


Dave peels the condom off, sits up, neatly ties it. Kirk watches the litle muscles in his arms and back move as 


he shifts to pop his feet out onto the floor, rising from the bed. 
The anxiety wastes little time in creeping in 


With Dave's back turned to him, Kirk has the distinct feeling that this could be one of those beer-goggle 
situations, and maybe this whole time he was imagining fresh-faced-high-school Dave, fulfilling his long- 
simmering fantasy by fucking 38-year-old-dad Dave. Maybe time will unfold from itself again and he'll realize 
he's just tried to plug an empty hole with the wrong sized peg. Maybe in the morning light, he'll become an 
ogre before Kirk's very eyes. 


Dave returns with the sad, lukewarm bottle of champagne and hands it to Kirk who, splayed out on his back, 
holds it upright by the base and just stares at it. 


"The alcohol helps take the edge off the comedown," Dave explains. 
"Damn, how often do you do this?" 

"Hts been a long time! But | remember” 

"Whatever you say” Kirk has always struggled through the aftermath of a roll or a coke binge, his serotonin 
completely blasted, and confined himself to his couch drinking Gatorade and watching bad movies. He figures he 


might as well try to stave that off as long as possible and drinks deeply from the bottle, hoping Dave's right. 


"You're very.. flexible," Dave says, almost shyly, as he reaches his long arm down to the floor for one of the 
discarded bath towels. He cleans Kirk off, takes the rest of the champagne from him. Finishes it. 


"Bending down in my garden was turning into murder on my back. | was making that old man groan every time | 
stood up and didn't even realize it until one day Cliff and his kids were over and the older one mimicked me 
doing it." As Kirk talks, Dave pulls both his legs, scooting him away from the wet spot like he's a little kid, and 
pats it as dry as he can "So | started getting into yoga," he finishes. 


"Well, it certainly had a positive, unintended benefit tonight." He curls Kirk up into an embrace and kisses him on 
the nose. It's so fucking cute that Kirk can barely contain himself. 

He looks at the man before him and he realizes that, no, there is no way in hell he's going to regret this. It's 
just his anxiety talking. 


"Stay the night with me." Dave looks carefully into each of Kirk's eyes and, strokes his cheek imploringly. He's 
so damn earnest, his soul laid bare on his face, that Kirk can hardly say no. And he doesn't want to say no. 
Wants the heat of their bodies to intermingle all night so that in the morning they smell of each other. Wants 


to burrow his face into Dave's neck and fall asleep like a kitten with its trusted owner. 


"Sure," says Kirk. 


Once In A Lifetime 
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Time isn’t holding up 
Time isnt after us 


Same as it ever was 


Talking Heads - Once In a Lifetime 


"Do you feel kind of.. bad?" 


"Yeah, a little bit. Could be worse, but uh. Yeah, my head hurts." Kirk looks blearily up to find Dave sitting over 


him, water in hand. The bed jostling under Dave's weight must have been what roused him. 
"Drink this." The thin plastic of the bottle crinkles as it's thrust toward his face. 


"The patron saint of hydration. Thank you," Kirk rasps out, his hand snaking from under the sheet to guide the 
open top to his mouth. He looks over at the digital clock on the bedstand. It's not early. 


"Do you have to check out at eleven?" 


"No, I'm here for a few days." 


The cool water soothes Kirk's hot head and it must be the subconscious reassurance that he's in no hurry to 
leave that lulls him right back to sleep, because the next thing he knows, he's looking at the clock again and it's 
almost four in the afternoon. The shades are still pulled tightly against the light, a pencil-thin bright line offset 
around the frame of each. The air conditioner is working hard, its womblike white noise incongruous with the 


frigid air it's pumping out. 


Fuck, why do they keep these places so damn cold in the middle of summer? Ugh Kirk rises to go adjust the 
temperature and realizes he feels.. pretty damn good. Shockingly. OK, his ass is a little sore, and he has to blink 
the scratchiness from having slept in his contacts out of his eyes, but his head feels all right. And he doesn't 


feel like an emotional garbage dump. So, that's something. 


He takes the longest piss of his life, one hand in front of him against the wall. It's going to take a while to 
believe this is real life. It isn't sinking in quite yet, that the object of his teenage affection fucked him last 
night, and fucked him well he mentally adds. He can't reconcile the idea of that with his normal every day. 


The mirror shows him a face that feels unfamiliar, as if the experience belongs to some other Kirk He glances 
through the open bathroom door at the bed just to double-check that he didn't dream it all, and from this 


angle, he can see a pale upper back, a wild tangle of brilliant red hair. A little thrill runs through him again. 
Nope. Can't quite believe it. 


When he gets back to the bed, he sees Dave's kicked off the blankets in his sleep. He's totally and completely 
naked, his skin pricked with goosebumps. Damn A/C. Kirk intends to pull the blanket up over him to warm him 
up, but he gets distracted. 


His eyes trace a line from his heels up his long legs, pausing where the backs of his thighs meet the curve of 
his ass, and Kirk finds his fingers following along the same path his eyes have cut, feeling the swell of his calf 
muscles, the fuzzy thighs, and strokes up into the small of his back, up over his rib cage where it widens out, 


up under his curls to take the nape of his neck in his hand where his cooled skin is warmer. 


Kirk lays back down with Dave's still form, wraps his arm over him, and scootches the blanket as high as he 
can, leaving his arms out where they're shoved up under the pillow. He's got his face smooshed into it, his 
arms folded underneath. There's something vulnerable and endearing about his position, and Kirk's heart 


flutters. 


The round joint of his shoulder looks good enough to bite, and Kirk has the inexplicable urge to burrow his face 
right into his armpit. 


Dave rouses while Kirk is doing just that. 
Normally he would be embarrassed getting caught, but he's oddly comfortable with Dave this morning, or, 


more accurately, this afternoon. It doesn’t feel like the one-night stand that it almost certainly will amount to 


being. He pulls his face away to find him peering back through one slitted eye. 


"What a thing to wake up to." 
"You smell good" 

"Do |, now?" 

"Well, bad-good" 


Dave crooks his neck to give himself a whiff and Kirk pokes his finger in his armpit hair to flirt, to tease him. 


Dave doesn't pull back Just lets it happen. 

"Not ticklish?" 

"Not really." 

That bastard, Kirk thinks. Dave has that half-smile again now, and he feels relaxed and loose watching it creep 
across his face. He chalks it up to Dave's mellow energy and realizes he actually kind of likes the guy. Who'd 
have guessed? 

Dave shifts around to his back and glances at the bathroom and up at the big painting above the bed, like he's 
slowly collecting his memories from last night. So far he's not kicking Kirk out and it doesn't seem like he's 
planning to, either. 

Before hitting the john, Kirk was fully prepared to slide out of bed and sneak off with a close-whispered, "This 
was fun," and a kiss to Dave's forehead to avoid the potentially awkward aftermath, but now he kind of wants 
to see where this is going to go. 


Then Dave speaks. 


"Cold hard light of day, huh?" He's so blunt that Kirk would have been disarmed had he any defenses left to 


lose. 


"Want me to go?" Kirk asks, though judging by Dave's casual, half-lidded grin, he guesses the answer will be 


‘No’. 
"| don't." He pauses. "Regret it?" 
"No, absolutely not. You more or less fulfilled my oldest fantasy, so what is there to regret?" 


Dave grins at that. "Did | live up to your expectations?" He's asking, but he already knows the answer and just 


wants his ego stroked. 


"Jesus. You would ask me that" He's going to make Dave work for it. 
"So. No?" 
He shrugs. 


Now he's got Dave concerned. His eyebrow twitches and his already-pouty mouth takes on the appearance of 


that of a koi fish readying itself for a piece of bread tossed into its pond. 

Kirk takes pity on him. 

"Dave. C'mon. That's only happened a few times in my life.. unloading like that. Out of control. Yeah, I'd say you 
‘lived up to expectations’. | mean." he's on one of those word vomit trains again but he doesn't bother to stop 
himself, "it's not like | had expectations, per se. | guess what | wanted was just to know, you know?" 

"To know me.. biblically?" Dave looks mischievous as all hell. 

"You could say that." He scoots in a little closer to Dave who turns to face him, their knees touching under 
the blankets, and he lowers his voice to say the next part. "I wanted to see you without your clothes. | wanted 
to know what you tasted like." 

Dave bites his lip. 

"I thought about it for years." 

"You fantasized about me?" 

"A lot" 

"Do you remember any juicy bits?" 

Kirk is finding it a little hard to hold Dave's direct gaze. He's embarrassed suddenly, even though he has no 
reason to be. Especially not after last night. And not after the words he coaxed out of Dave in the heat of 
passion. 

"Yeah, | remember." 

"Well? Spill." 

Even though Dave's tongue was up his ass twelve hours ago, there's something that feels shameful in his 


admission of his prurient teenage thoughts. To make sure Dave knows what an imposition it is to have to admit 


these things, Kirk starts with a heavy sigh. 


"There was one recurring one, in particular. ‘Cause | liked watching you run laps. | imagined finding you alone, 
later, in the locker room. And I'd be all suave in this fantasy." Kirk raises an eyebrow for effect. "Ya know: ‘Hey 
Dave, get up to anything naughty lately? Like we were in a porno. God, | watched way too many pornos.. But 
then | would hook my fingers into the waistband of your gym shorts. Pull them down. Off. And you'd lean back 


against the lockers and let me suck your dick" 

"If only." 

"You'd have let pathetic, geeky, little me suck your dick?" 

Dave pops his shoulders up, furrows his brow. "Is that a line or something?" 
"No, seriously. You were coo/ and | was most definitely not 


"After all this." his tone is suddenly brash, snappish, "after last night you still doubt yourself? You doubt my 


interest in you?" Disbelieving, he shakes his head. 


Taken aback, Kirk pulls a face and shifts under the sheet but doesn't reply. Maybe they're both still tired and 
punchy, he thinks. But it's just Dave's old defensive reflex kicking in, Kirk realizes, when he speaks again 


"| liked you, Kirk A lot. And maybe | didn't make this clear enough last night because, well, the evening kind of 
took a turn, what with Lars’ ‘party favor’ platter and all. I've been thinking about seeing you for the past 
couple months, ever since that invitation showed up. Hell, even before that. Way before that. | wondered if 
you'd show, ‘cause | wanted to tell you. You were the one - the thing that made me realize what | was." 

Kirk is flabbergasted. 

"Oh. Oh, whoa" 

Dave gives him a slow blink, like a contented cat. 


"Knowing that would have changed my whole life, | think” 


A pained look passes over Dave's face, the specter of regret casting a brief shadow before moving on. "Ah. 


Well." 


Kirk feels a softness come over him. "You're not really how | expected you'd be. At first, | thought you hadn't 
changed at all, but its quite the opposite." 


"A rough patch will do that to you. Show you all the cards. At this point in my life, | don't see the purpose in 
hiding the important things from the important people." The way he talks without moving his mouth much is 
one of the lingering traits that keeps Kirk grounded in reality, fusing memory Dave with adult Dave, though the 
improbability of it all still borders on surreal. 


‘| almost didn't come to this thing. | dreaded it. Truth be told, Cliff is the only reason l'm here," Kirk tells him. 
"Good ol Cliff. Thank him for me, will ya?" 


"Sure. Definitely. ‘Oh, hey Cliff, how's it going? Anything new with you? By the way, Dave says thanks for 
making me go to the reunion so he could get his dick wet Imagine what he'd say to that" Kirk chuckles at the 
absurdity. 


"What, does he not know about you?" 
"He does. But | do not think he knows about you" 


Dave absentmindedly plays with a lock of Kirk's hair while he talks, like they're old lovers in the comfort of 
their shared bed. "Funny how much things change but stay the same. Think - if he hadn't dragged you to our 
band practice in the first place | probably wouldn't have lost my head over you. Might have taken me a lot 
longer to figure out my shit" 


"Glad Cliff and | could be of help," he says with a hint of sarcasm. Though it's a welcome surprise that Dave 
was secretly pining for him all along, he feels prickly, the notion not sitting right. When realizes why, he doesn't 
hold back. "The only times you ever talked to me you were.. | don't know, kind of an asshole? Glaring and shit. 


You made me feel like.. pretty bad" 


He scoffs, giving Kirk the very face he just mentioned. "I feel like we went over this. | was nervous. What was | 
going to say? ‘Hey, | think you're cute? Too much risk. | guess | went a little overboard in trying to cover it 


up, but | didn't want you to know the truth of it" 
"Fine, | guess that's fair." It's not like Kirk ever said anything, either, so he can't really be that annoyed with 
Dave, even if Dave tended to be a jerk. It wasn't like he was nice to other people - he was mostly a jerk to 


everyone. Equal opportunity jerk. Like Kirk said - fair. 


Dave goes on. "Hiding those feelings was easy - way easier than it would have been to admit it and deal with 


the shame it would have brought. Doesn't mean | felt any less for you because | concealed it” 


Compassion stirs in Kirk's chest. "OK, OK, yeah. | get it. | do. | guess we just react to things in very different 


ways." 


"One of the many things | liked about you." Dave's tone borders on flirty and his eyes are warm when he blinks 


at him. 


"What else was it that you liked about me?" 


"Ahhh," he breathes fondly, his eyes losing focus just above Kirk's head as he searches his memories. "Well, 
you were, for lack of a better word, pretty. That's the first thing | noticed. And you didn't care about putting 
on airs or being one of the guys. You were just yourself. Shy, yeah, but you didn't hold any of the pretensions 
that everyone else did” 


Dave's interpretation of Kirk is way off-base, almost comically so. "What made you think that?" 
"Well, for one, you wore those huge glasses." 
‘| was super self-conscious about that. | did care. But | needed them." 


"Exactly. You wore them because they were necessary to make your life better and it was more important 


for you to see than to be vain about your appearance. Did you know /had glasses?" 


Kirk is looking at him guardedly, his explanation sounding a bit like a backhanded compliment but he lets him 


continue. 


"| wasn't squinting all the time to look like James Dean or something. | couldn't see shit. But it was more 


important to me to look good. Or, look the part, or whatever." 
"But..you were a pitcher. The.first string? First guy?" 


"Starting pitcher, yeah" He chuckles at Kirk's lack of baseball knowledge. "And my catcher was always up my 


ass - ignore the pun - about missing his cues." 
"And the guitar?" 


"Same deal. I'm great at everything | do. Part of that is natural talent but it's also because | had to practice 
more. Try harder. | wanted to be the best, so | learned to do it all by feel, and the motions just became 
second nature. Like the way you know exactly where the light switch is in your bathroom. You don't look, you 
shove your hand in there and flip." 


There's a brief silence and Dave brings it back around. "Wanna tell me why didn't you want to come to the 


reunion? 

"Part of me really did want to. | was curious about everyone, so.. | guess.. But. Well” He struggles with his 
explanation. Looks up at the ceiling. Shrugs. Sighs. "I knew all the questions everyone would ask." Modulating his 
tone, he mocks, "What do you do? Are you married? Do you have any kids? Where do you live now?" And | 
don't know that | like the answer to those questions." 


Nodding, Dave takes this in. 


"Or - well - look, I'm happy with my life, but held up to the scrutiny of other people it doesn't look like much." 


"So. Kirk, unapologetically geeky Kirk, is now afraid of judgment.” 


"IFs just--" He sighs. Kicks his feet around under the blankets, suddenly annoyed by their starchy feel. "OK, 
maybe it's because | feel like | haven't done enough with my life. The thing, though, is that in my day-to-day 
I'm pretty content. Its this event that brought up all these ideas about where l'm at in life - my legacy, et 


cetera." 


"Your ‘legacy’, huh," Dave muses. "It's bullshit though, right? That only lasts as long as people who are still 
alive can remember you. It's all temporary. At least, that's how | choose to think about it” 


"That's more or less how | see it, too. Yeah." 


"Guess maybe it's because of dealing with the divorce and all this past year.. I've been ruminating on a lot of 
those types of themes." He fiddles with Kirk's hair some more. "So, uh, recently | got to looking through my 
grandfather's old books that my mom took with her from Germany. Half of them are in Hebrew. There's 
writing in the margins - his writing. And | can't even read it. She only has about five pictures of him. And even 
less of her mother. Imagine that. You live a whole life, you have these kids and they go off and leave and you 
die anyway." 


"And now he's just a note in a margin" 


"Just like everyone that came before him, all the way back to antiquity. You look at it like that and think, 
‘What's the point in all this? Why not live how | want?" 


"l agree with that philosophy on the face of it," Kirk says. The lock of hair Dave's been playing with has turned 
into a poorly done braid and he licks the end of it to try to smooth down the fuzz. "But it's pretty hard to 
keep that present in my mind when l'm alone in my house imagining how much of a tool I'll look like when I'm 


matched up next to people like Lars and Jason" 
"Man, Kirk, no one gives a shit" 


Kirk is wounded by the throwaway manner in which Dave tosses the words at him and he turns his face away, 


the strand of hair whipping out from between Dave's fingers. 


"No, wait. | don't mean it like -" Dave backpedals. He waves his hand around as though to fan the words away. 
"What | mean to say is that everyone is so damn concerned with their own issues, their own appearance and 
status and what have you, that not a single person there went home and said, ‘Gee, that Kirk Hammett sure 
didn't make much of himself. No. That kinda crap is all in your head. Trust me, I'd know, because that's what's 


always been in mine, except /ve finally learned to stop dwelling on it” 


He can see what Dave's trying to say, but he isn't sure he believes it. 


Dave goes on. "No one gives a shit about anybody but themselves, ultimately, so you have nothing to worry 
about. It sounds harsh but coming to grips with that fact is quite freeing." 


"Kind of a cold, cruel way to look at the world, though isn't it?" 


"Well, the world is indifferent. That's just a fact. The only thing that truly matters is what you make of it for 


yourself" 
Kirk sees the logic in that. Repeats Dave's words in his mind. Decides it's not the worst mentality to have. 


"Talking to our old classmates yesterday reinforced that idea. For me, anyway." He squints his eyes as though 
through his own words he's having an epiphany in real time. "H's not a competition; we all took our own paths. 


And we've all made it this far, haven't we?" 


Kirk nods while he picks at the seam on the bedsheets. He verbalizes a nascent thought he's been chewing on 
parts of for the past few minutes. "Do you feel like you're pretty satisfied with your life? | mean, even with 


the divorce and all?" 


"| guess.. | am, yeah. The divorce was a long time coming, and frankly, | cheated too many times for my ex to 
respect me anymore. If you can't respect each other, what kind of example is that for your kids? So, here's 
how it is -" Even lying down he finds a way to talk with his hands, pushing his hair away from his face, 
scratching his cheek, motioning in the close air between them, "we patched things up, and we're friends now, 
and we live close. We share the parenting. It's not bad. I'm as happy with the arrangement as | could be, 
considering the circumstances. And, look. | jump out of planes for a living. | have to make sure l'm not 
harboring regret for one single minute of my life because, you know, one wrong move one time and it's -" He 


draws a finger across his neck. 

"Fucking morbid, geez." 

"That's all to say that | did have one regret. An old one. Like | said before." He looks deeply into Kirk's eyes. 
Kirk's breath catches in his throat and this feels more intimate than anything they did last night, more 
intimate than Dave admitting his crush ten minutes earlier. He suppresses his nervous habit of glancing around. 
Forces himself to look back at Dave. 


"Me," Kirk nearly whispers. 


"Ding ding ding," Dave says, bringing some levity back to the conversation. "You were listening. It was eating 


away at me that | never told you how | felt." 


Kirk swallows hard against the dryness in his throat. He'd said he liked him, and that was exciting, but this? his 
heart beats faster. 


It was that important to you? | was? Me?..” 


"All this recent upheaval in my life has gotten me to look back and analyze things and it turns out you played 
a pretty, uh, formative role. And | needed to get it off my chest. To keep moving forward. No regrets." 


"You were sorta that for me, too," Kirk offers. "Like, it wasn't lost on me that | had a type and that that type 
was probably informed by my feelings for you in a big way." He's reflected on this many times in the past. 
First boy he ever kissed: red hair. First boyfriend: red hair. And the others - well, they may not have been 
redheads but Kirk has always had a soft spot for less-than-available guys with a hard exterior and a hidden, 


sensitive streak. 


"Yeah, once | came to terms with my feelings, you know, put a real name to those desires, we were both long 
gone and it was too late. | thought even if you probably didn't feel the same way - because how could you? - 
that there was always the chance. Always the ‘what could have beer." Dave looks wistful 


‘It was a different time," Kirk unhelpfully offers. "We couldn't have.. talked about those things. Then. At our 


age, too." 


"That's why it was important to me to come to this reunion. | prayed that you'd be here ‘cause I've been 


wanting to get this off my chest for a few years now." 


Kirk wonders what turn his life would have taken had circumstances been different - if it hadn't been so risky 
to admit what they both felt. He might not have left so hurriedly to go college without having so much as 
considered a major. But he might have gone elsewhere. Gone with Dave. He might never have known the simple 
joy of gardening. But he might have discovered something else that he's missed out on and might now never 
know about. He would have changed in a different way. Would never be who he is today. He would have grown 


into someone else. 


Kirk knows he's fortunate to have this time, this brilliant moment here with Dave before the last semblance 


of their youth has faded entirely. "I'm glad you told me," he says. "Or that, at least, you're telling me now." 
"Not ‘Too little, too late'?" 


"No. ‘Too little'?" Kirk chuckles, and so does Dave. "I gotta ask, though - what was your plan if | reacted badly 


to your advances? I'm not saying you came on strong, but--" 
Dave's eyes shine when he smiles in a way that almost looks like he's laughing at himself. "Until | saw you | 
hadn't planned on coming onto you at all. This was going to be more of a ‘hey can | talk to you in private? 
thing and | hoped you'd respond positively to the information" 


"And, um, what is it about me that says ‘please come on to me'?" 


Dave laughs out loud. "You gotta admit there was chemistry right away. | felt it the minute you gave me that 
panicked-rabbit face in the bar. People don't usually get that flustered when it's just some random schmo 


saying hi." 


Though Dave's not wrong, its just further confirmation for Kirk that he can't hide anything behind his facial 
expressions, which leads him to sigh. "So you decided to just go for it?" 


He nods. "This is how | operate now. ‘Cause how much is wasted waiting for the right opportunity to say 


something, or act on a feeling?" 
"Lucky you calculated correctly that I'd be game." 


"Luck was certainly a factor." Dave finds Kirk's fingers and runs a thumb over his chipping nail polish, his eyes 
focused there as he says, "Even so, | didn't think we would have sex. Af all" 


‘Oh, are you.. Do you wish we hadn't? So you could keep your memories of me ‘pure’ or something?" 

"Fuck no, are you serious?" Dave releases Kirk's fingers, opening his hand in a gesture of surprise. 

"| don't know." 

"Christ almighty, have some confidence." 

Kirk laughs a little because they've circled back. Dave is right, and he's second-guessing himself even though 
there's no reason to do so. Its something he's improved upon over the years, but the old tendency creeps 
back in just by nature of his proximity to Dave and the memories and feelings he stirs up in Kirk. 

"Wish | had a time machine." He reaches out to touch him. Wants the physical connection. 


"What's wrong with now?" Dave licks his lips. 


"Nothing." He traces the arc Dave's pec makes as he lies on his side. "Now's great. It's perfect. Even if we're a 


little late." 
"That's where you're wrong. It's never too late." 


Dave is giving him eyes and the vibe changes fast. In seconds, Kirk's gentle feelings sharpen into desire. Dave 
moves his hand to his waist, to his hip. Squeezes. Kirk has already learned his tells. 


Dave goes in for his neck and bites, gently. Their bodies, curled in protectively on themselves just a moment 
before, stretch out against each other. Kirk is getting hard. Between them, Dave's hand snakes, encircling Kirk's 


cock, coaxing it to stiffen up in his hand. 


"Different ballgame today." Dave smiles the words against Kirk's throat when he feels how fast Kirk gets hard. 


"Is that supposed to be some kind of pun?" The words come out slow, punctuated with short pauses as Kirk's 
breathing deepens. 


Dave snuffs his amusement out his nose. "Yeah, sure. If you want it to be. You can file it in with some kind of 


joke about how eager you are to make it to second base." 


Kirk smiles into the pleasure. It's been his favorite kind of hook-up. The kind where sex is fun and unserious, 
with a partner that needs little direction. 


Moaning softly, he thrusts into Dave's warm palm, inviting a tighter grip. He presses his mouth to Dave's 
willing one, savoring the plush feel of their lips against each other. 


As if he could get any harder, he moves a hand around Dave's hip to grab the meat of his ass. It amplifies his 


desire from intense to all-consuming. 


Where he was electrified last night, he's back into his body's familiar pattern, if not slightly more sensitive. 
Energy builds in his legs, his belly, so quickly, he's bordering on embarrassment. 


"Fuck, I'm gonna come. Wait," Kirk squeezes out. 


"That such a bad thing?" Dave asks from where he's got his mouth under Kirk's jaw. His hand slows, but he 
doesn't stop. 


"Yeah, | want more than thirty seconds." 
With a smile, Dave pulls back to look at him. "God, you're easy." 
Kirk rolls away to catch his breath, but Dave doesn't let up. 


He captures him under the arms and pulls his back up against his chest, half-sitting against the headboard. He 


spreads one of Kirk's legs aside with his own in a semi-restraint and gives him a full reach-around. 
"Don't stop me," Dave says into his ear from behind. 


Kirk leans into the cradling warmth at his back and lets Dave jerk him off. Comes fast, just like he said he 


would. 


The force of his orgasm has him feeling faint and he lies for a few long moments against Dave with his heart 


pounding, his head thrown back against his collarbone. 
Dave's gentle with him. Nuzzles his hair. Strokes his clean hand along Kirk's arm in a protective gesture. 


Kirk is still woozy when he asks, "Your turn?" 


"Its OK" Dave shakes his head. "I'm like, way over sensitive today. | could tell you didn't quite get there last 
night. Thought you deserved it" 


"| got exactly what | wanted" 
"And now a little extra" 


The light-headedness isn't abating completely. It prompts Kirk to ask, "When do you think was the last time you 


ate?" 

"Fuck, no idea. Eight o'clock, maybe? I'm fucking starving.’ 
"Same," Kirk says. 

"What's good around here? Everything's new. Its weird." 
"There's always Han Asia" 


Dave gives him a grin. "They're still in business? Well, good on ‘em. | could go for Chinese, sure, if that's what 


you're in the mood for." 

Kirk fully expected to go home in a cab and take the rest of the evening to process everything that happened 
in the last twenty-four hours. But now Dave's implying they go eat together. Kirk is speechless. Dave actually 
wants to hang out with him. 


"That sounds great," Kirk says. He could use another shower if he's going out in public, but he's too hungry at 
this point to care. 


Dave lends him a plain t-shirt to wear since his button-up from the night before is in no fit state to be seen, 
even under the waning sunlight of evening. It's the slightest bit too big and there's something hot about that. 


The sportscar the valet brings around is flashy and orange. 
"You match," Kirk says, climbing into the passenger seat. 

"Ha, ha." 

Kirk is in a good mood and Dave doesn't seem to mind his joke. 


"Did the guy at Alamo take one look at you and say, ‘Sir, | have just the car!'?" 


Dave gives him a little side glance. "Actually they fucked up my reservation | had some words with them 
about it and they compromised by giving me this car and a discount" 


Being the type of guy who would have told the rental agent that mistakes happen, Kirk is envious of men like 
Dave. The guys who get slighted and then do something about it. 


"Do you always get what you want?" he asks. 

Dave shrugs like it's no big deal, his bright hair bouncing up with his shoulders. Kirk smiles to himself. 

Dave takes them out of the roundabout and down the long drive, past the saplings that dot the edges of the 
road that promise to one day be flowering dogwoods, long-needled Weymouth pines, stately oaks. They couldn't 
have been planted more than a few months ago. By the time they're big enough to obscure the golf course 
beyond, Kirk and Dave will be old men. This moment with the summer breeze flowing through the open 
windows, the high of connection, present and alive, will be a distant memory for them both. 

The restaurant isn't very busy and they're seated in a booth of deep-red faux leather with a dark wood table 
between them. Kirk's vegetable fried rice and eqg-drop soup are hardly enough to satisfy his ravenous 
appetite and between bits of conversation he finds himself sneaking pieces of broccoli off Dave's plate with the 


casualness of a boyfriend. 


They're onto their second cocktails when Kirk asks, "Is it not a problem for you to do - you know - drugs? 
After being in rehab and everything?" 


Dave considers his answer while he chews a mouthful of beef. "For me, it's the type of drug that's the issue. | 
can't fuck around with oxy, benzos, shit like that." He gets serious. "And, yeah, | took a risk last night. That pill 
could have been cut with anything, and it's not like | haven't relapsed before." 

The playful mood Kirk's been in all day drains out of him. Dave continues. 

"It was probably stupid. The drinks more or less made the decision for me, and | just got lucky." 

"You still drink, though.." Kirk eyes the short glass by Dave's left hand. 

‘| do. Socially, and whatnot. For the most part, it keeps me from doing anything worse." 

"Except for last night." 


"Except for last night. Fine," Dave accepts. "That was truly a one-time thing.” 


Thats what they all say, Kirk thinks, but he doesn't say it. There is something in the way Dave explains it, 
matter-of-factly and without defensiveness, that makes Kirk think that Dave just may be the exception to the 


rule. Still, he worries about his part in Dave's lapse. "You didn't." he isn't sure how to phrase it. "You didn't do 


it on my account, did you?" 


Dave cocks his head from side to side. "A little bit, | did. But - look - lim OK. The desire to get fucked up like | 
used to is muted now. It was a crutch to begin with. A chemical fix to take my mind off the fact that | was 
living a lie of omission. Now that it's all out there | don't feel the claws of heroin tearing at me like | used to. | 
relied on it ‘cause something wasn't right. | felt shitty a lot." He stirs grains of rice absently around his plate, 
meeting Kirk's eyes on and off. 


"Skydiving helped. And then, y'know, last year when shit all fell apart, the fact that it didn't trigger a relapse 
even when my greatest fear was finally realized was confirmation for me that | have a handle on it. ‘Once an 
addict, always an addict’, as they say. It's true. But this addict is strong now. l'm a unique breed when it comes 
to willpower." He emphasizes his point with the tips of his chopsticks. 

"Good for you, man. Seriously. Not a lot of people can say that" 


"Sometimes you have to go through what you think is going to be the worst thing imaginable to come out 


clean on the other side." 


"You've emerged from your cocoon to become a beautiful butterfly." Its dorky, but its the first thing that 


comes to mind. 

Dave throws him a bone and chuckles. "Yeah, you wouldn't have wanted to meet the caterpillar.” 

“That right? Who would | have met?" 

"Well," Dave looks sheepish, "I definitely wouldn't have told you any of this. Or that | used to be smitten with 
you. And if | had somehow found out that you're gay, I'd have seduced you, fucked you, and then kicked you 
out." 

Kirk's eyebrows are in his hair. 

| would have regretted it." Dave submits. 


"You're right, the caterpillar sucked" 


"Regretted kicking you out," he clarifies, as if that makes it any better. "Definitely wouldn't regret the sex. 
That was.. | don't have to tell you." 


Kirk blushes at that, remembering the feeling of being stretched out and submissive. "Seems like an awful lot 


of growth in a year," he observes. 


"My ex left me with one nugget of wisdom before she kicked me out, and it changed.. Well, it changed me. She 
said ‘Everything you do' (and I'm paraphrasing here, leaving out the part where she called me an ass enough 
times to nearly push me over the edge) ‘everything that happens to you is someone else's fault or just not 
your fault. When you fuck up it's ‘because of the drugs’ or because you wanted to hide your sexuality, but it 
all starts with you. Take a good, hard look at yourself. And | really took the time and did that and she was 
absolutely correct." 


"And now you're in your Dave-aissance." 
y y 


Though Dave seems perfectly happy to keep talking about himself, he turns the conversation onto Kirk. "And 


what about you? If we'd met last year would you be the same?" 

‘lm pretty set in my ways, so, yeah. Well, other than that | was dating someone then, and now l'm not." 
"Big breakup, or what?" 

"Nah, just fizzled out. It wasn't that serious. Being single isn't so bad, though - | like it. | don't know why 
everyone makes such a big fucking deal about relationships when they just mean you end up having to 
compromise everything you care about to please the other person." 

"Now who's looking at the world in a cynical way?" Dave's lip is curled into his teasing half-smile. 

"Just saying." Kirk raises his hands innocently. 


"Being alone is better than being with the wrong person. I'll give you that." 


| actually like being alone. People don't want to hear that - definitely not my mom, especially - but it's true. If 


| was in a relationship, we wouldn't have connected. And I'm really, really glad we did" 


"Agreed. It's better than its cracked up to be, being single. | was afraid of being alone but now that its my 
reality it turns out it's very freeing.” 


"Do you ever miss her? Your ex?" 
"| see her every week." 
Yy 


"Yeah, but. You know. Do you miss like, being with someone? Having a person to come home to?" Kirk bites his 


lip. "Do you regret losing her?" 


Dave squints his eyes like he's carefully examining his thoughts. "Abstractly, yes. | do sometimes find myself 
alone in quiet moments missing the chaos and joy of family life, but for everything I've lost, I've gained more 


back. The wounds heal more every day." 


They're just looking at each other now, the remnants on their plates forgotten. Kirk doesn't remember when it 


was he last had such an open conversation. 

"You seem happy," he says. "For all I've seen of you for, like, a day or whatever." 

"What | am is grateful. Grateful that | went through some tough times and now instead of saying, ‘Oh, woe is 
me', and transferring blame, I'm able to say that maybe even though it left a scar, I've gained tenacity. A scar 
says ‘something happened here once’. You don't feel pain when you push on it, but it's always going to be there 
as a reminder." Dave adjusts his posture in the booth, shifting his weight against the high back. 

"Like a.. medal?" 

"Yeah. But more like a war wound." 

"Can | ask you something else? And, seriously, I'm not judging, I'm only curious." 

Dave nods. 

"Are ever going to tell James?" 

Without needing further explanation, Dave intuits exactly Kirk's meaning. "Yes, eventually. Maybe soon, even. But 
| am worried about James’ reaction. Think itll change things between us." Dave looks unhappy. "He's kind of the 
last important person that doesn't know." 


"What about ‘no regrets'?" The query is gentle. 


‘lm still working out which option will do less damage. Telling him and maybe losing him as a friend, or not 


telling him and having a secret between us for the rest of our lives." 
"What if he finds out on his own? Someone spills the beans on you or something.” 
"| didn't consider that. We live so far away from each other, it just didn't seem like a possibility.’ 


"Maybe I'm not in a position to be giving advice here, but you should probably tell him. Look what happened 


with your marriage. The truth usually has a way of coming out." 


"You're not wrong." His eyebrows knit together. "How did you end up doing it? Telling your friends and - does 


your mom know? Your family?" 


"I didn't hide it much to begin with," Kirk recollects. "Before | moved back here | had a lot of gay friends and 


mostly just socialized with them. 


"Then by the time | broke up with my first real boyfriend, my mom admitted to me that she'd always had 
suspicions but that it didn't matter to her. My sister already knew because she asked me why | had a stash 
of pages from the newspaper with men's underwear ads on them. And that was when we were still kids! And 
with Cliff and Jason, | just told them straight out. And they were OK with it. Jason was a little funny at first 
about it and teased me, but that's all" 

"Wish | had what you had" 

"That's not to say its been easy being out. Obviously not." 

"Obviously," Dave agrees. 

‘I've been lucky with support, though. Wouldn't trade it. Not for anything." 


Dave's expression is warm, but a little sad. Kirk wants to slide into his seat and wrap his arms around him. 


"If you do tell James and it doesn't go how you hope, you can, you know, reach out. To me. If you want." He 


tries to imbue his words with as much kindness as he can. A verbal hug, of sorts. 

"I'd like that," Dave says. 

The waiter drops the bill at their table and Dave snatches it before Kirk can read the total. 
"How much do | owe?" 


"Nothing." Dave flags the waiter back over and stuffs his credit card into the man's hand before Kirk can 
protest. 


‘Im not broke, Dave." 

"What kind of date would this be if | let you pay?" 

A little quiver dances in Kirk's stomach. He can feel the shy smile spreading across his face. 

"How cute,” he teases, but he's touched. Dave's face across the table looks just as dreamy as it did yesterday 
and he counts himself lucky for the opportunity to have spent time with him, to have gotten to finally kiss 


those lips, to.. 


There's mischief in Dave's smile when he says, "We did it in the wrong order, but l'm not complaining." 


Kirk directs Dave to his neighborhood on the other side of town. On the ride, they talk about all the 
development, the way things used to look, the obvious improvements made versus the character that's been 


lost. 


"Everything here that | used to remember is just bleached bones at this point," Dave says, a little misty, as 
they drive through the changed streets. 


Kirk's not so precious about it since he's gotten used to the expansion, but he can imagine how jarring it must 
be for Dave. That thought reminds him of something else, something that's been kicking around in the back of 
his mind since the restaurant. As they approach his street he asks it: "So since your mom's gone, you 


probably won't be coming back here again, huh?" 


Dave turns the wheel. "Not unless | have a reason to," he says as Kirk points to his modest house, sunflowers 


poking their fresh heads above the backyard fence. 

They pull up in front: 

Does he mean.? Kirk's eyes widen and his mouth drops open. He waits. 
"Do |?" 


Kirk tries not to sound too enthusiastic when he says, "Yeah, I'd say so." He wonders how obvious it is that 
he's trying to play it cool. 


"Well don't let that card burn a hole in your pocket" 


Kirk's hand moves to his hip to make sure Dave's business card is still in there. He can feel the sharp little 


corner poking at the leather from inside. 

"I had an ulterior motive when | gave you that," Dave admits. "My number's on the bottom. 

Kirk is poised to open the door but knows the likelihood that this is the last time he'll see Dave is high, despite 
the intentions behind the business card. It's just the nature of things. Distance is a bitch. It feels like ‘goodbye’ 


isn't enough. 


In case this is it, Kirk wants to make sure he leaves it all out on the table. Like Dave said. No regrets. His 


usual anxious self is gone, and he lets his heart speak. 
"You blew my fucking mind, Dave. | hope you know that." 


"Kinda what | was going for." He looks triumphant. 


"Honestly, I'm glad it took us this long to reconnect. | mean, what kind of life would | be living if all the good 
surprises were behind me? And most of all, I'm glad | got to actually know you a little bit” 


"Makes sex better that way, don't you think?" Underneath Dave's impish expression is a hint of tenderness. 
"Could it have been better? | don't think it's possible." 
"We've really got something, don't we?" 


‘| still can't believe it, but, yeah," Kirk says. "It was good. Easy. With you. You don't find that too often, you 


know?" 
"Do | ever." 
"You're actually a good guy, Dave." 


"Hal" He has the good grace not to look offended, despite Kirk's tactless way of expressing himself. Bemusement 


settles over his face instead. "I like to think I've become one, so, thanks for the reassurance." 
By now Kirk is just delaying the inevitable. "I have to get out of this car at some point, don't |?" 


"Not because | want you to, but eventually we're both gonna need to eat, shit, and sleep, and that ain't 
happening in here." 


Kirk pops the handle and opens the door a crack. "At the risk of sounding sentimental-" 

Don't." Dave cuts him off. "Say something to make me think | might actually see you again" 
"Want the unfiltered version?" Kirk asks. 

"Of course." 

"Your dick is amazing and the rest of you isn't half bad either." 

"Christ." Dave chuckles. "That'll do." 

Kirk's sly smile turns sincere. "Truthfully, lm happy you approached me. And l'll leave it at that." 


"Well, like | said, we had a missed connection Figured a couple of decades later we oughta see what we missed. 
Never too late, right?" 


"Never too late." With a look aside, Kirk steps out and shuts the door. He waves at the open window while Dave 


slowly pulls away. 


His stoop-backed old neighbor is tending to the hedges out on his lawn, his portable radio on the front steps 
playing big band tunes into the sunset. They nod to one another. 


Kirk looks in the distance to the left, sees the tall apartment buildings encroaching. He looks to the right at the 
squat houses there. He looks at the backs of his own hands, at the veins, at his smooth skin, and envisions the 
deep lines that will surely one day appear when he spreads his fingers. Feels the little twinges he gets now and 
then. Imagines their arthritic progression. Not too long now, he thinks, glancing back at his neighbor. Time goes 


fast. 


And he looks up at Dave's car turning the corner and out of sight. With a spring in his step, he heads toward 
his front door with a phrase repeating in his head. Never foo late, he thinks. Never too late. 


